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PREFAGE.

PREFACES, from time immemorial, have been made the mere
vehicles of puff; but when the work is completed ere the
Preface is written, it becomes the pleasant medium of ex-
pressing the author’s gratitude for the support his efforts to
please have met with. The latter is the task of the author of
“ ANGELINA,” which, thanks to the liberality of the public,
has been one of his most successful productions, and not, he
trusts he may be allowed to say, without deserving it. This
romance was originally published in that most popular of all
the cheap periodicals, “ Tue PENNY Sunpay TimEs, AND
PeorLE’s PoLice GAZETTE,” and the extraordinary favour
with which it was received induced the proprietor of that ex-
cellent journal to republish it in its present form; and the
author feels that he should be very much wanting in grati-
tude, did he not take the present opportunity of returning
his sincere thanks for the flattering encomiums bestowed upon
it by the préss, and the public in general.

The encouragement he has received, will stimulate

" him to fresh and increased exertions to please; and he



PREFACE.

takes the liberty of informing his friends and patrons that, in
a few days, he will have the honour of offering to their notice,
another NEw AND ENTIRELY ORIGINAL TALE oF RoMaNcE
AND PaTnOs, under the title.of ¢ EMiLy FiTZOoRMOND ; OR,
Tue DeserTED ONE;” and that he is:engaged to write for
“TrE PENNY Sunpay TiMes” an Original Romance, called
“TuE DEATH GRrASP; OR, A FATHER’S CURSE,” of which
Chapters One and Two appeared in No. 54 of that publica-
tion, and a chapter, or more, will be printed in"it weekly
until completed. Once more, therefore, returning his heart-
felt thanks to a liberal public, the author respectfully takes
his leave,

April 16th, 1841.

N ERRATA.
Chapter 11, line 1, for 1725 read 1525,




"ANGELINA ;

OR,

The Mpsterp of St. Mark’s Abbep.

CHAPTER .I ¢

s Come, Angelina, pray lot us return home 3 see, the sun has sunk behind the
westen hills, and the bare coatemplation of these gloomy ruins is enough to fill
one’s mind with frightfal apprehensions. 1 am sure 1 cannot see anything
about these black and moss-covered walls which frown so dismally upon the
passengers, and offer only a retreat for the melancholy bat, or dreary screech-
owl to admire ; and it is a matter of perfect astonishment to me, that you can be
so fond of visiting them every day.”

“ Hush, Laura,” interposed the fair companion of the first speaker, placing
her finger upon a pair of the prettiest ruby lips that the imagination of a limner
could depict. I thonght I heard a sound; it sremed to me like the tone of
a guitar, touched by no unskilful band. There, again! Did you not hear it?
Surely this venerable fabric, dilapidated as.i* is, must be inhabited.”

No. 1
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¢ Yes, with ghosts or robbers,” retorted the other, shuddering and looking

Umidly arouud ber, ‘““as to the sound you fancied you heard, it was nothing
more than the wind whistling along the solemn avenues of the old pile. Come,
come, Angelina, let us hurry home, the sky looks black and lowering, and por-
tends & coming storm. Besides, my father will have returned ere this, and will
be angrv at our remaining out so late.”

This dialogue took place beneath the crumbling walls of an ancient abbey
which stood on the summit of a gentle hill, and commanded a romantic and ex-
tensive view, between two young girls, who, although they were clad in the
neat, but simple garb of peasants, were of such surpassing beauty, that they
might have created a feeling of envy in the bosoms of the damsels who moved
io the highest ranks of gaudy fashion.

Laura was apparently the youngest, and was evidently not more than seven-
teen. She was a laughing, black-eyed brunette, with a skin soft and trans-
parent, and a figure, which, though delicate, was exquisitely shaped. But the
beanty of Angelina was of a far different character. There was a grace and
elegance in all her actions that was incxpressibly fascinating, and strongly im-
pressed the beholder with the idea thatshe had been born to a far more elevated
sitoation of life than that she moved in. Her countenance was perfection it-
self, and there was a meekness of expression in her lovely blue eyes, which
spoke more than language could have done of the intrinsic virtues she possessed.

Laura and Angelina stood in the relation of cousins to one another, and were
seldom seen apart. The affection between them had never suffered the least
interruption, for they had been brought up from childhood together, the parents
of Angelina having expired in her infancy, which placed her under the protec-
tion of ber uncle, humble, but bonest Arthur Woodfield, who, having been very
unfortunate la life, was now reduced to a small cottage in the neighbourhood
of the abbey rains, where we have introduced the lovely cousins to the notice
of the reader.

Saint Mark’s Abbey had evidently been a splendid edifice, but it had been
left to decay for many years, and few persons in the place would venture to
approach it after night-fall, for, like most old buildings, it was reported to be
haunted, and many appalling legends were related by the old gossips, as they
sat trembling before their blazing fire on a winter’s evening, concerning the dread-
ful crimes which had been perpetrated within its mouldering walls. The more
reasonable, and less superstitious portion of the community, however, accounted
for the noises that had been heard to issue at various periods from the gothic

‘pile, in a far more probable way ; and it was strongly suspected that the abbey
was, in fact, the retreat of a gang of robbers or smugglers—more particularly
the latter, and although the proper authorities had hitherto failed in making auy
satisfactory discovery, it was still hoped that they would succeed ere long in
doing so, and in setting all doubts upon the subject at rest.

Notwithstanding these marvellous and alarming reports, and the cautious

injunctions of her uncle, Angelina, who was strongly susceptible of the beau-

tics of nature, felt a pleasure in visiting the abbey ruins upon every oppor-

tunity, but had never been able to prevail upon Laura to accompany her until-

the present occasion, and more emboldened by her presence, she was now anxi-
ous to gratify her curiosity to the fullest extent, by taking a minute survey of
tho interior of the building, and in spite of the timid solicitations of her lese

®sese
.
even.
-
.
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enthusiastic companion, had advanced to the ball, when a sound, as of music,
suddenly vibrated on her ears, and gave rise to the conversation we have
quoted at the commencement of the chapter.

“ What a timid little simpleton you are, Laura,” said Angelina, trying to
urge her forward, ‘‘ you are always running upon ghosts and hobgoblinss
which foolish notions are instilled into your mind by poor old Dame Gertrude,
whenever you visit her, and who would almost endeavour to persuade thosc
who will listen (0 her awful stories, that she is in the habit of seeing more
phantoms than were ever conjured up by the invention of a romance writer.””

¢ Well, you may say as you please, cousin,” replied Laura, * but I am cer”
tain there are such things, and there cannot possibly be a more likely place for
them to resort to than this frightfal old abbey. See how the darkness in-
creates; we shall never be able to reach home before the storm commences, if

we do not hasten from hence directly.”

« It will only be a thower,': exclaimed Angelina, ‘“‘and therefore it will be
more advisable for us to remain where we are, under shelter, until it has passed
over. My uncle will not be alarmed, for be will think we are only paying a
visit to Dame Gertrude, who is ill.”

At that moment, a vivid flash of lightning darted in at one of the broken
casements, and was quickly followed by a loud peal of thunder, which reverbe -
rated above their heads, and seemed to shake every stone in the vemerable
fabric. Laura trembled, and clung to the arm of her cousin, and the next
moment the rain descended in torrents.

« There, Angelina, I told you how it would be,” ejaculated Laura, “ how
obstinate it was of you to persist in remaining here, How shall we get home
now! and I’'m sure.if we stay here, it will be at the very risk of our lives, for
we shall have the old walls rattling about our ears directly. ’

Angelina endeavoured to appease the apprehensions of Laura, and consented

o postpone the object of examining the ruins to a fature day; and she bha
scarcely formed this resolution, when between the pauses of the thander,
Strange noise, like the banging fo of a ponderous door, followed by a lout
volley of rude laughter from the farther end of the hall, sounded in their ears
and made them both start with amazement and alarm.

¢ Oh, Heavens !" ejaculated Laura, ¢ what is that? let us Ay, Angelina, do
wot delay another moment—Hark *’

¢ Hush, Laura, I pray,” said her cousin, who, having in vain looked around
her, to discover if there was any object present to justify their fears, had be-
come more collected; it was only the wind after all ; compose yourself, we
cannot venture forth in such a storm as this.”

Another awful flash of lightning now darted in at the broken casement, and
Laura uttered a faiot scream, and clinging to Angelina, with terrified gestures,
directed her attention to the centre of the hall. Angelina gazed as the fright-
ened girl poioted, and the object which her eyes encountered, standing in the
ghastly light which the elemental fire, ever and anon, darted in at the large
gothic window, transfixed her to the spot in mute astonishment and awe.

It was the tall and majestic figure of a female, clad completely in white, and
bearing in one hand a white wand. Her countenance was ghastly pale, and her
eyes, which were fixed upcn Angelina, had an expression so unearthly, that
1t thrilled the soul with horror to behold them., A thin blue vapour scemed to

Ml
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envelope the lower part of her form, and a brilliant star blazed on her forehead,
There was something 80 supernatarally awful in the appearance of the myste-
rious figure, that the two beanteous cousins were transfixed to the spot without
the power to move a step,or to utter a single cry; while the strange being
remained in the sawe attitude, and her piercing eyes were never for a moment
removed from their countenances.

Uanable to endure the deep feclings of horror that crowded upon her mind,
Laura sunk sensgless to the earth, and Angelina was thus left to combat with
her own terrors, and to unravel the awful mystery which attended the ap-
parently supersatural being.

Angelina was not one of those weak and affected beings who pretend to faint
al the sight of their own shadow ; but her situation had now become insupport-
ably alarming, and ber whole frame trembled with surprise and apprehension.
But the ghastly form moved not, and as the blue lightoing’s flash ever and anon
made it more distinct, a smile seemed to overspread its unearthly features, as
though it was exuliing in the fears it created.

By degrees, we hover ,Angelina regained her presence of mind, and fancyi
that she might have been deceived, ventured to advance towards the strange
and unearthly-looking object, in order that she might scrutinize it more nar-
rowly, and finding that it did not then offer to move, or to change its position in
the slightest degree, she became convinced that her eyes had not deceived
her, and with a firm determination to fathom at once the mystery, she ex-
claimed in a voice of courage :

“ In the name of Heavea, who are you, and what seek you with me 7’

¢ Approach me, girl,” exclaimed the woman, in a voice of sweetness, ﬁ A
command, that ill accorded with her appearance, ‘‘approach me, | say, I must
speak with you. Nay, do not fear me ; I will not do thee harm, virtue and
ionogence need not dread me ;—come hither, maiden,”

Eacouraged by the woman’s words, and the tone of her voice, Angelina be-
came more assured, and did as the strange-looking being had desired her, who,
grasping her by the arm with gentle violence, drew her closer to ber. In the
meantime, Laura had recovered, and unable longer to endure the terrors of the
place, called upon the name of her cousin, entreating her to follow, and hastily
fled from the ruins. *

¢ Maiden,” said the mysterious woman, ¢‘thy visits to these lonely ruins are
sot unknown. I have secretly watched thee, and I now hasten to warn thee
that they must not be repeated. Beware, beware, thou knowest not the danger
thou rumnest into to gratify thy curiosity.’

 What mean you, my good woman "’ inquired Angelina, shrinking beneath
the intensity of ber gaze, * Whom should I fear "

% | may not tell thee, maiden,” replied the woman, ¢‘but rest assured that
what I speak is truth, Angelina, thou art not what thou scemest.”

“ Good God I’ ejaculated the astonished girl, “ what strange ambiguity is
there in your words; tell me, who are you, aad why are you interested in my
welfare "

« Seek to know no more at present,” said the woman, * and above all, ag
you would save yourself from fulure misery, mention not a sentence to any one
that you have heard from me! Your own life, and the lives of others depend
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upoa your secresy. The day may come when you may know more; im the
meantime, kaow that I am your friend, and will watch over your safety.”

¢ Mysterious being!” exclaimed Angelina, trembling violently, * your
words alarm me. For heaven's sake, explaia them. How, and what kiow
you of me, and who are the persons against whom you would caution me P

¢ Hist1” ejaculated the woman, in a tene nearly appreachiog to a whisper,
and dartiag her eybs through the deepening darkness which now ebscured the
building, as though she feared the approach of somebody; “speak lows
damsel—speak low, Do not tremble so, peer girl, again I tell thee thou hast
nought te fear fram me ; no, no, mo, the ali-secing and benignant Being who
watches our actions from above, can bear witness that I wonld even die to
serve thee ! Oh, maiden, little canst thou imagine how well I know thee,~—
with what anxiety, what care, for months, nay, years, I have watched thee, un-
known, followed thee as thine own shadow | What know I of thee! Oh! that
this tongue dare reveal all I know! But at present it must not be—the web of
thy fate is not yet complete—the dark deeds of the guilty must yet a little
longer be concealed beneath the cloud of mystery. But let them tremble, for
the day of retribution will arrive—the voices of the mardered even now shriek
for vengeance from the tamb—they strike mine ears—they continually ring in
them ! Hark! girl, dost thou not bear them now } There again! what is’t
they say? ¢ Bleod for dlood ! dlood for bleod !* Silence, silence, thou shalt not
cry for ever in vaia.”

Durisg the utterance of this wild and incoberent speech, the mysterious
womas seemed to bo worked up to the greatest pitch of frenzy; her frame was
dreadfully convulsed, and her countenance was distorted with various emotions
Angelina, who now believed her to be a maniac, felt a renewal of her alarm,
and tried to extricate herself from her grasp.

¢ Pray let me go,” said Angelina, “ my uncle will be greatly alarmed at my
absence from home at this hour, apd——"

¢ I see,” imterrupted the woman, retaining her hold of Angelina’s arm, I
see, thou thinkest me an impostor or a mad woman; but thou wrongest me,
girl 3-vo, no, I am not mad, I am not mad ; *twould be well for some if I were.
Bat enough, I will no longer detain thee, girl ; get thee home, and remember
what I bave said to thee, and scorn it mot. Beware, I repeat.

Beware of one of pomp and pride,

Or crime and sorrow will thee betide,
Beware, beware, of one whose crest,

Is a blood-stained shield and & raven’s nest !”

As the wild woman of the ruins uttered these ambiguous words, she gradually
receded frem Angclina, and emphatically repeating the last line, she darted
bastily from the spot, and was almest immediately lost in the obscurity of the
abbey ruins.

Surprised, bewildered by what she had seen and heard, Angelina steod for a
minute or two after the disappearance of the womas, Sransfixed te the spet ;
but at lemgth, recollecting tbe caution which had been given her, and feeling a
melancholy stealing over her sennes, sbe hastened from the dreary fabric, and
made the best of her speed towards bome, with the hope of overtaking ber fair
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cousin befcre her arrival, and to caution her to keep their visit to the ruins of
St. Mark’s Abbey, and the mysterious adventure they had met wl(h there,
secret from Arthur and his wife.

Fortunately, Laura, on recovering her , had made ber way to the cot-
tage of Dame Gertrude, to shelter herself from the storm, and Angelina encoun-
tered her, therefoe, just before she arrived at home. It was not without many
entreaties on the part of Angelina, that Laura could be indaced to remain
silent upon what they had seen in the rains, but, at length, Angelina prevailed
upon her although she bad already detailed everything to Dame Gertrude.
whose loquacity and extreme love oflte marvellous, made ber listen to the
story with delight,

CHAPTER II.
. 16525

Our parrative commences about the year 38, at which period the town of
Redcar, in Yorksbire, was quite notorious for smugglers and dealers in all
kinds of coutraband goods.

Not far from this place, and in one of the most delightful parts of that romantic
county, at the time we mention, stood the small but neat cottage of Mr. Wood-
field, who, as well as his family, which consisted only of himseif, his dame, one
daughbter, and Aogelina, bis niece, bad excited considerable interest and ceurio-
sity since they bad resided in the neighbourhood, (a period of about three
years),but to the vexation of the inquisitive and the scandal loving, Mr. Wood-
field, and the members of his family were so reserved in their manners upon
the subject of their former life, that very little could be elicited of their history
It was merely known that Woodfield had formerly been a sea-faring mav, but
in what capacity no person could discover. That he had been unfortunate
might easily be guessed, for his means were now evidently limited, and yet his
. fortunes had rather seemed to improve than othorwise, since he had resided at
the cotlage, be having cultivated a large expanse of ground with much care,
and baving, as it was thought, some annuity besides, for though he was poor,
he never seemed absolutely to want anything, and always kept his family with
much respectability. :

The beauty of Angelina was a subject which had excited more curiosity than
any other circumstance connected with the family of the Woodficlds, and there
were many of the busy gossips who ventured to hint their doubts of her being
actually related at all to Arthur, inasmuch as it wgs the opinion of the sagest
of these worthies, that she was by far too pretty, and too genteel, and too lady-
like to be the niece of a poor cottager ; aud indeed, the genersl conduct of
Angelina was not at all calculated to do away with these surmises. She pos-
sessed natural accomplishments that are generally supposed to belong to the
kigher ranks of society enly ;—reading, music, and drawing, she was pas-
sionately fond of, and her general deportment and conversation was of a higher
order than is usually acquired by a person in humble life.

Angelina’s sweetness of disposition, and the extraordinary beauty of her
face and person, had captivated the hearts of many young men in the neigh
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bourhood, who had made proposals to her uncle for ber hand, but were all
cwvilly, but peremptorily declined; and it was also observed, that any over-
tures of the kind never failed to throw bim into a state of great agitation, from
which it was often a considerable time before he recovered.

All these remarkable traits ia the character of Mr. Woodfield, had oot failel
to excite considerable wonder in the bosoms of those who knew him, and vari.
2us were the conjectures that were formed upou them, but notwithstanding the
mystery attached to them, such was the behaviour and appearance of him an}
nis family, that they commanded univessal respect.

‘We must now return to Angelina, whose mind had received a deep impres-
sion from the mysterions adventure she had met with at the ruins of Saint
Mark. In vain she tried to solve the ambiguity of the woman’s words, but the
more she sought to do so, the more did she become lost and bewildered in the
labyrinth of wonder and uncertainty. The strange being had declared that she
knew her j—that she was not what she seemed to be! and yet had she never seen
her before; nor could she imnagine how she could possess the knowledge of
which she bad boasted, and of what service could it be to her to take such an
interest in her fate ? Then the inexplicable lines the woman had uttered,—
what could they mean? What could be the meaning of the blood-stained shield
and the raven’s nest #  In vain did Angelina thus rack her brain for several days
after her visit to the ruins, but could not arrive at any satisfactory conclusion,
Had she been superstitious, she would undoubtedly have set the woman down
as a being of another world; but as it was, she tried to persuade herself that
she was a person who had assumed the appearance either from aberration of
intellect, or for the purpose of a hoax. Laura, however, was not so easily to
be convinced,—she would have it that the being which had appeared to them
was a spirit, and that it had come to apprize them of approaching death, either
to themselves or a near relation, In this ressomadle conclusion she was ably
supported by Dame Gertrude, whose memory was amply stored with legendary
lore, and who held all disbelievers in the marvellous in complete horror. An-
gelina found it was no easy task for her to prevent Laura from divulging the
secret of what they bad scen at Saint Mark’s, and poor old Gertrude was ac-
toally upon thorns to go and tell the story to all her neighbours.

For several days did Angelina continue to think of this singular event, and
the more she reflected, the stronger became the impression on ber mind of the
woman’s mysterious warning. But yet, in spite of the caution she had given
her, she felt a curiosity to inspect the old abbey, which she, with great difi-
culty, could resist.

It was on the third evening after the adventure, that Laura being on a visig
to the cottage of Dame Gertrude,and her aunt being deeply engaged with a
book, Angelina left the cottage, and walked through Redcar, towards the sea-
beach.

It was a beautiful evening ; the sun was gradually sinking beneath the ocean,
while his last rays still lingered on the hills, in dying splendour. The moon had
also just shown her silvery countenance, and mingling her soft beams with the
sun’s reflulgent rays, shed a pleasing melancholy over departing day. The
gentle breeze scarcely moved the dewy foliage ; all pature seemed hushed in a
tranquil slumber; no sound was heard, save the pla.intlve voice of the night-
ingale, loothh‘ the soul to pensive thoughtfulness.



8 ANGELINA; OR,

The scene harmonized with Angelina's feelings, aad she walked on indulging
in poetic thought.

Absorbed in the pleasing delusions of fancy, she had proceeded a counsider-
able distance in a wrong path before she perceived her error. The day having
closed, and the rfoon more faintly glimmering through the trees, awakened
ber to recollectdon. She would instantly have gone back, but that would pro-
long her walk and retard her return. A break in the pathishe was now in led
directly to the sea-beach, and this having gained, she thought she could find her
way by another route to the cottage, bat she looked for anything like a road in
vain.

A sudden cloud now obscured the moon, and spreading gloom darkened the
atmosphere. A sultry heat filled the &ir, while the rising breeze over the dis-
tant ocean foretold the coming storm.

Unable to form any decisive plan, Angelioa ran forward, and finding a path
among the rocks, struck into it, hoping it would lead towards her home, but in
vain did she look around for some familiar ohject to direct her wandering steps.
Her eyé could not penetrate through the increasing darkness of the night.
Slowly and fearfully she moved on ; the wind increased, and the waves dashed
tumultuously against the rocks.

The thunder now rolled ; the rain poured in torrents, and the lightning flash-
ing along the horizon, discovered a small cavity in a buge rock, into which An-
gelina crept for shelter.

The place widened the farther she advanced into it, and presented to her
eyes, as well as the lightning occasionally permitted her to see, a spacious
cavern, evidently the work of nature. To the right and left, several subter- «
raneous passages or narrow caverns opened, which filled the mind of Angelina,
at first with apprebension, for she began to think it was some smuggler's retreat,
and she doubted not bat that if they diecovered her there, she would either fall
a sacrifice to their suspicions, or be subjected to their brutality and lewd
ribaldry.

Impressed with this idea, she was about to quit the cavern, notwithstanding
the storm was raging with 1edoubled viclence, but listening, and hearing no
other sounds but the wind howling through the hollow cavities, and the waves
dashing furiously against the rocks, she took courage, and resolved to remain
where she was until the storm had abated,

Angellna was very much concerned at the alarm her absence from home at
such a late hour, and in such a storm, would excite in the bosom of her friends,
and often did she cast her eyes wistfully across the troubled surface of the
ocean, with the hope of seeing some symptoms of the tempest subsiding ; but
still did it rage with frightful fary, the billows rolling their infuriated crests to
the clouds, and the thuader rattling, and the lightning blazing athwart the hori-
zon, rendered the terrors of the scene complete.

About half an hour had elapsed in this manner, when Angelina thought she
heard 2 rustling noise behind der, and turning round, her attention was attracted
to a faiot glimmering light, which streamed from one of the smaller caverus
before inentioned.

The maiden trembled with apprchension, and scarcely knew how to act;
to fly the cavern would, probably, expose her to great danger from any of the
gang, (to which she firmly believed the cavern formed a haunt,) lurking out
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side, She had scarcely beén there two minutes whea the light grew stronger,
and revealed to her astonished gaze, a tall, and apparently, female figure, clad
in long flowing garments of white, and bearing a lamp in her band.

With dificulty repressing a scream, Angelina watched the actions of the sup-
posed phantom, which having stood for a few seconds at the entrance of the
cavern, and appearing to gazé vacantly aréund, uttered a deep sigh, and ad-
vanced to the centre of the outer cavern with noiseless footsteps, where, raising
the lamp above her head, the light streamed full upon the countenance of our
beroine, and uttering a shriek, the light was extinguished, and the apparent
spectre vanished, Bound up to a pitchof desperate ressiution to solve this mys-
tery, the mailen sprang forward towards the nerrow cavern, but struck her head
violently against the.rock, and fell prostrate to the earth, stanned,and insensible.

How long she had remained in this state, she had nv means of judging, but
when she recovered her senses, the storm had subsided. The roaring of the
thunder was hushed, the rain had ceased to pour, and the vivid lightning re
longer darted its forked fury. 8he had scarcely reached the outside of the
cavern, when a soft train of plaintive music vibrated on her ears, and arrested
‘ber footsteps. It was the melodious tones of a flute playing so skilfully, that it
rapt her soal in admiration and surprise. She looked around for the minstrel,
bat altheugh the moon was riding proudly, and undimmed by the smallest speck, *
she could not discover a human being. Atlength the mnsic ceased, and she was
arowsed by a gentle sigh, which seemed to proceed from some person near
her. Alarmed, she involuntarily raised her eyes towards a prejection of

No. 2
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the rock which overhung the spot on which she was, and to her surprise and
confusion beheld standing on the summit, the tall and graceful figure of &
man, who, with his arms folded in a thoughtful mood, was gazing earnestly and
fixedly upon her. :

The stranger was young, and his features were remarkably striking and
bandsome. The rays of the moon fell full upon his high and open forebead, and
his dark and piercing eyes seemed to sparkie with mute astonishment and ad-
miration. A profusien of black and glossy ringlets descended luxuriantly to
his shoulders, and his figure, which was noble and commanding, yet devoid of
pride or haughtiness, was eavel ped in a large blue mantle, which was thrown
jo graceful folds over his right shoulder.

Bewildered and surprised by the attitude and intense glances of the stranger,
‘Angelina was unable to move for a minute or.two, when fear taking the place
of admiration, she started hastily under the rock on which he was standing, and
bounded as fast as she could along the only path which presented itself to her
eyes, unconscious whither it led. Fortunately, it led her on to a heath, which
she koew, and here, almost exhausted, she paused to take breath, and looked
back to see if the young man was pursning her. She was very much alarmed
when she beheld him running rapidly along the path, and calling upon ber to
stop. Terror now put redoubled speed to her footsteps, and she again hurried

along for about half a mile, when unable to proceed farther without mﬁng, .

and leaning for support against the withered trunk of a tree, she had the stise
faction to find that (he stranger had abandoned his pursuit.

Overcome by the singularity of the events she had that evening met with,
Angelina bent her way towards home, but found -it impossible to account for
the form she had seen in the cavern of the rock. But above all, she could not
get the person and features of the handsome strangér from her mind, and as she
thought *upon him she felt a sensation fluttering at her heart, which she had
never before experienced. .

It was ten o’clock when she reached home, and her uncle, who was terribly
alarmed at her absence, had gone in search of her. Having accounted for her
remuining odt so late, by attributing it to the.storm, and having lost her way,
Arthur was satisfied, but enjoined her to confine her rambles in future to such
places as she was thoroughly acquainted with.

Visions of the most remarkable description haunted the sleeping fancies of

- Angelina that night, in which the bandsome stranger, and the supposed phantom

of the rocky cavern, acted prominent parts, and she arose at an eaclier hour than

. usual on the fullowing merning unrefreshed and spiritless.

CHAPTER HI.

The mysterious occurrence we have related in the previous chapter, gave
rise to many reflections in the mind of our heroine, but she could come to vo
satisfactory conclusion. Was the place she had wandered to inhabited, or was
the form she had seen that of an eartily beiog? She was lost in & chaos of
conjecture. But, above all, the form of the handsome strangoer she had seen
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was hpnu'ed indelibly upon her recollection, and she was at a perfect loss to
accouat for the interest he excited in her bosom.

The day after this adventure she did not go out, as she felt rather indis-
posed, and at an early hour in the evening, she retired to her chamber, but did
not feel inclined to sleep.

Sbe seated hersolf at the casement, which commanded a view of a large ex-
panse of country from the back of the cottage ; bills and valleys, meadows and
rivulets, were all seen dancing in the moonbeams, and in gazing upon the
tranquil scene, our herolne endeavoured to divert her thoughts from the sub-
Jjects that engrossed them.

While she was thus wrapt is contemplation, she suddenly bebeld the dark
siadow of some approaching object moving across the earth, and upon strain-
ing her eyes, she distinguished the tall form of a man apparently wrapped in a
maatle, walking across the lawa towards the cottage.

Having advanced to within a few yards of the house, the man paused, raised
his bead, and appeared to be gazing intently up at the window. Surprised and
abashed, Angelina involuntarily withdrew her head, and was about to closc the
shutters, when the melodious tones of a flyte broke upon the stillness of the air,
and listening with breathiess astonishment, she recognised the same plaintive
air whichk bad been played by the handsonfe stranger she had seen upon the
rock. Completely lost and enchanted, Angelina once more approached the
casement, and looking out, beheld the figure she had before seen, still standing
there, and was convinced from his position that he was the musician. The in-
strument was played with the same exquisite skill which had on a former occa-
sion so delighted her, and the maiden listened to every note with the most un=
bounded wonder and admiration. At length he ceased, and then approaching
almost immediately beneath the ¢asement, raised his bead, and the bright beams
of the moon revealed to her gaze the bandsome features of the youth she had
seen upon the rock.

Fearful that he might observe her, although she could have looked upon his-
moble and expressive countenance for ever, Angelina hastily closed the shutters,
and throwing berself into & chair, gave way to the thoughts which the circum-
stance occasioned, .

It was evident that the stranger had watched her to her home ; and yet what
eould be the motive of his curiosity, and who and what was he? Could his de-
signs be bad ?—~Oh, no | there was not the smallest mark of guilt in the noble
Yineaments of that open and manly countenance! Angelina was surprised at
her own thoughts, and the sensation that involuntarily fiuttered around her heart,
and at length tired of thinking, she resolved to retire to her couch, but before
she did so, she was tempted once more gently to unclose the shutters and to
‘peep from the window, but the stranger was gone. .

Angelioa tossed for some time restiess on her pillow, before sleep fell upon
ber eyelids, when the following remarkable vision flitted before her imagi-
nation 3—

8he thought she was wandering among the rocks in which she bad sought
shelter on the night of the storm. 1t was midnight, and ah almost impenetrable
darkness was upon the earth and the ocean. No star shone in the firmament
© illumine her way ; and yet some invisible power scemed to urge her on into
the intricacies of the place. The air was pieicingly cold, but all around her

N -
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was still —not even the slightest murmur arose from the waves—aa awful
silence like that of death appeared to reiga over everything. Suddenly, bow-
ever, the storm arose—the waves roared and rolled, and dashed with incon-
ceivable fary—the lightning blazed in the heavens, and casting its ghastly light
across the broad expanse.of the ocean, revealed to her gase a vessel tossing
and baitling with the waves! She fancied she heard the awful shrieks of the
persons on board for help, and saw them clinging to the shronds to sotard that
fate which seemed to be inevitable! One moment more, one terrific whistling
through the waters was heard, and the vessel disappeared. Angelina imagined

that, bound up to a pitch of distraction and desperation, she rushed to the ut-:

most extent of the beach, till the waters washed over her feet, and the moment
the form of a man was dashed ashore ! She raised his head,nnd the lighteing
darting across his face, shewed her the features of a man which bore a remark-
able resemnblance to the handsome stsanger she bad seen upon the rock, ealy he
was apparently much older, and seemed to be in the agonies of death. Fdra
moment, Angelina imagined in her dream, the expirisg man opened -his eyes,
and fixing them affectionately upon her, exclaimed, * Bless thes, my.child!" and
immediately fell into her armsa corple. ‘1n the terrdr and ageny of that mo-
mept, she awoke.

Scarcely conseious where she was, and still trembling from tllt terror ereated
by this my-terious dream, Angelina rubbed her eyes, but her canéle ‘was barat
out, and the room was involved in utter darkness. Once more ber seases be.
came steeped in sleep, and again she dreamed.

She now imagined herself at the entrance of the cavern, in. wiich 'ho had
sought shelter a night or two before; but the storm had abated—~the waves
were calm, and the form of the drowred man had disappeared. Suddenly
raising her eyes to' the rock which overhung the entrance to the cavcm,sh
imagioed she beheld in charactersyof fire the following words :— - 4

¢ Enter here 3 search well, and you will be rewarded I”°

In a moment, she thought she emtered the cavern, and a supersatunal light
seemed to dance before her, and guided her way. Through innumerable rogky
caverns and subterraneous passages she imagined she walked, until at last she
found herself in a lofty gothic chamber, hung with- arras, in which were -the
portraits of a lady and gentleman, the latter of whem wae exactly like the
drowned man she had seen in her previous dream. At one end of the room
hung a coat of arms, on which she imagined was ‘“ a blood-sizined shicld and a
raven’s nest I and casting her eyes to-the floor, she was horror struck om be-
belding that it was marked with stainsof bleod ! She started back a few-paces
when she saw this, and before she could recover, felt herself in a rude grasp !
Turning round, she discovered the ferocious features of a strange mas, whose
eyes were fixed awfully upon her, and he held a dagger in the air, which he
prepared to plunge into her bosom.

“'Wretch | destroyer of my peace! curse of my hopel,” she thoughuhe heard
‘him say, ¢ ¢ die |

She thought she struggled convulsively to escape from his hold,.but all her
efforts were futile, the dagger’s point was within an inch of her besom; when

suddenly a dismal groan was heard, which arrested the stranger’s arm, and a
sepulchral voice ciied,—
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¢ Hold, mwrderer I

The next moment, Angelina fancied in her dream, that casting ber eyes to-
wards the portraits, they seemed suddenly animsted with life, and stepping
from their frames, confronted the stranger, fromi whose hand the dagger fell, as
a peel of thunder reverberated above, and she once more awoke.

Again sleep fell upon the eyelids of Angelina, and again fancy wove around
jmagination its magic spell. 8he now thought she was in a dark and dreary
passage, the walls of whicli were damp and loathsome, and were dimly lighted
by a lamp depending from the front. She thought she was straggling in the -
grasp of the stranger she had before seen, whose cheeks seemad flushed with
wine, and whose eyes sparkled with the most alarming passions. In vain she
tried to rescue borself from his hated embraces, and her strength was rapidly
becoming exhausted. Another moment, and she must have fallen a victim to
his guilty desires, when suddeniy a doer behind them was thrown back on its
hinges, and the bandsome stranger of the rock rushed in sword in band to her
rescue. Immediately upon bebolding him, she imagined that the man released
her from bis hold, and drawing his sword, yushed with. great -fury upen the
stranger, who met him with a cool and determined courdge, it the same time
be desired Angelina ot to fear, that her oppressor should speedily meet the
pwuiskment due (o the outrage he had committed. The following moment ke
plunged his sword iato the body of his antagenist, who fell and expired with a
groan, By a sort of wagic, 50 matural to dreams, the scene now in an isstant
seemed to change, and she found herself before the aitar in a chapel, while her
deliverer was also kneeling by her side, and a priest had commenced.the mar.
riage cer¢mony. Before, however, he had uttered many words, a strais of
heavenly music seemed to burst ftom the organ, a silvery vapour arose frem the
earth, which, gradually dispersing, revealed to the imagination of Angelina the
form of the drowned man in her first dream, and by his side stood.the speetral
figure she bad fellowed through the rocky avenues. Angelina thought they
smiled benignantly upon ber and her companion, asd scemed to be .calling
&own « blesing upon their bead, which, having lasted for a few luo-do,tbe
phantom of the wan thus spoke in a hollow sepulchral voice s -
- % It miustwot be; natare forbids the umion ” ‘

Agtin an anearthly strain of music swelled frem the orgaa, the forme seemed
gradually to meit away, and Angelina awqke 1

“The disuml bell of a neighbouring church now tolled forth ﬁn hour of two,
but Angelina sleps 80 more. The curiots visions that had baunted ber slem-
bers oceupied her thoughts till daylight, and she in vain sought to elucidate
them. With a inind mot imbwed with superstition, still Aogelisa could not
help thinking that they were forebodings of what was going to happea to her;
she connedtad them with what she had met the last two or thres duys, and ber
mind received s very strong impression, that she was marked out by Fate to be
the beroive of sume strange and painfol adventure. Tbe mysterious words
which eae imagined she had seen at the entrance to the cavern; in her second
dream varticelarly struck her, namely, * Enter Aere—searchk well,—and you
wil. b vewarded I and she was induced to believe that it was reelly a super-
maturs’ warning given to her, to bring about some mysterious event and dis-
covery. The form she had seen in the cavern, the more convinced ber of the
Justness of this idea, and she resolved in spite of the consequences which might
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uccur to her. to attempt (o penetrate the nymry of these subtcrraneous aveaues
the noxt “’l

Haviag come to this delermination, ber lbngbu reverted to the bandsoms
stranger she had encosntered in such a singular maoner, and his remarkable
behaviour.

in vain she tried to eoq'ocl-n who or what be was ? The more she thought,
the more did she become iavolved in perplexity, and the more anxious was she
to bave that perplexity removed. That he was of no mean rank, his ooble
bearing sufficiently convinced ber, but whatever could be his motives for fol-
lowing her footsteps, she was perfectly at a Joss to imagise.

CHAPTER IV.

Fiax ia ber determination to search the sublerraneous caverns,. Angelina
seised the opportunity of her uncle being absent from home the following day,
and baving provided herself with a lamp, and the means of lighting it, made
her way towards the rocks..

As she approached the sea-beach, the mysteiious events of her dreams re-
curred to ber recollection, and she looked timidly across the ocean, almost ex-
pecting to see them realized, and to behold the dying man cast at her feet. But
the waves were calm, and the golden rays of the sun streamed fall apon the
surface of the deep, giving it the appearance of a vast expense of liquid fice.

After-looking cautiously around her for a few mements, to make sure that she
was net observed, Angelina mentally committed herself to the care of Provi-
dence, and entered the outer cavern, where sbe paused to listen ere she ven-
tared to proceed. Recoilecting the ghastly form she had before seen there, a
momentary sensation of fear crept over her, which, however, vanished, when
she found:that a profovad stillness reigned around, save the dismal murmur of
the waves as they dasbed against the rockss she became firm, and suiiled at her
former apprebensions.

She stepped towards the small cavern, whience she had seen the form lssue,
and there again listened, but no sounds broke upea her ears. All was buried in
obscurity beyond, and Angelina prepared to strike a light ; and while she was
thus occupied, she thought she heard a noise like the closiog of a poaderous
door, but all afterwards was as still as death. Having lighted her lamp, she
was enabled to discover that the cavern, or rather passage, was very long and
sarrow. The rays of her lamp could not penetrate to the full extent of this
dreary passage, along which she proceeded, frequently pausing to listen and
bok around her; and as she advanced, it became lower, ontil at length she
was Sompelled to stoop to prevent her-head frem coming in contact with the roof.

Upon arriving at the end, it branched of to the right into an avenue, much
‘wider and loftier than the one she had been traversing, and which received
‘Jight from various natural apertures in the rocks above. As far as Angelisa
could see, there was ‘not the least sigus of any buman being having been there
before her, and she trembled, for the air around her was kees and d-mp. and
the earth beneath her feet was moist and mtddy.

Having arrived at the end of this plage, Angelina was surprised to find a
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large door, with massive hinges, locks, and bolts, but which was standiog par-
tiatly open. Here she paused, and meditated bow to act. It was Bow evident
to her that the passage led to some place of habitation or retreat, and the werds
of ber dream recurred to her with greater force than ever. But what might be
the character of these who could chuose such a strange place as this for an
abode or refuge ?—Perhaps robbers .or smugglers, who, doubtless, if they
found her there, would, in self-protection, prevent her having the power, if ahe
had the inclination, of betraying their secret. She was mearly resolved to
return and abandon ber project, but ¢till her'curiosity prevailed over her fears,
and she was determined to run all bazards to gratify it.

Hearing no noise beyond the door, she took courage, and peeped in, and
found that it opened into another subterraneous passage, that seemed to be ~
beyond the chain of rocks, and dug out of the earth. It was very low, and
was descended to by twe or three broken steps. Angelina boldly threaded
this gloomy passage, and found another door at the extremity closed. but it
yielded with the slightest effort, and revealed to her a narrow @ight of ruinous
steps, that appeared to lead to a kind of corridor above. More astonished as
she advanced, to find such places, apparently buried in the bowels of the earth,
Angelina became completely iusensible to fear in her anxiety to penetrate the
mystery, and began to ascend the steps. This was a task of censiderable difii-
culty and danger, for they were very much broken, and she had nothing to lay
bold of ; however, at last she arrived at the top, and fearlessly opened an iron
door opposite to her, the key of which was in the lock.

She now found herself in a kind of cell, in one corner of which was a straw
mattress, and in another, an old chair and a table.

She was positive that the place had been lately occupied by some per-
son, and she began 1o imagine that the form she had seen had been no phantom,
but some unfortunate human being who was either confined there by force, or
had become disgusted with the world, and fled to that dismal place, to
waste its declining days in solitude and meditation.

As these thoughts passed rapidly in our heroine’s mind, she felt her resola-
tion increase, and some instinctive power seemed to urge her on. which she
found it impossible to resist. She passed through s door on the other side of
the cell, into a stone passage, arched over, and winding. Here she once more
paused, for she thought she heard a footstep, and holding the lamp above her
head, was almost certain that she saw a white object moving in the distance.
Once more her fears predominated, sad she turned round to hasten back into the
cell, But to her surprise and consternation, found that the door bad closed with
= spring, aud resisted all her efforts to open it.

Completely at a loss what to do, Angelina wrung. ber bands in despair. and
upbraided berself for her imprudencc, in venturing upon such a wild and dan-
gerous undertaking ; then again she tried to discover the secret spring, but
vain, the door was effectually closed upon her, and sbe had no means of retuin-
fng by the way she had come. To remain where she was, however, without any
effort to escape, would be the height of folly 3 she therefore determinea to vur-
sue ber way along this passage with the hope of finding some outlet. Wina
palpitating heait, she traversed its narrow and intricate windings, tregucatw
pausing as the wind in hollow murmurs whistling through the place, 10 ber ais-
erdered imagination sounded like the dismal moans of some troubiea spini:
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at last, arriving at the end of the passage, she once more thought she beheld the
white robes of the form ehe bad seen on a formmer occasion, flit through the door-
way as she reached it.

Confident that she was not this time mistaken, Angelina mutered ap resolu-
flon to eall, and desired the supposed phantom in the name of deaven to stop :
But the dismal echoes of her own voice along the gloemy avenues alope an-
swered ber, and she rushed with precipitation towards the low archway that
seeisted to be the only outlet.

A sudten fidod of light now burst upen Angelina, who estinguished her
own, and to ber utter astonishment found that she was in a fong and lofty gothic
gallery, supported by marbie pillars, but in a state of decay. ' She was confi-
dent that she was no longer- traversing underground, ' uné&: she was eager to
know with what building the secret pasages she had trackéd, communicated.
The gallery was lighted by a large window of stuined giass at each end, and
round the stone frame-work of which the moss and ivy thickly crept. Several
oaken donrs opened into this gallery, which Angelina tried, but fotind them fast,
unti! at length she came to one that was open, and sli¢ entered without fear,
The farniture in this room had evidently been extremely handsome, though
wntique, and was in tolerable preservation considering the nmuomber of years
it had been ‘left- there in neglect. Angelina now felt convinced that slie was
In some ruined gothic pile, but could not form any iden whikt it could be. Many
woble paintings and portralts of “ knights and ladyes fair, tvers yet hanging on
the walls, blll so decayed by dll\p, that it was ‘almost in‘lpoﬂibla to make out
the subjects.

Passing through this apartment, our lneroino found hereelf iri a room of rather
large dimensions, but in worse condition, The tapéstry was entitsly destroyed,

"and both the casements and shutters broken nedrly to pieces, the eslumns
whict supported it seemed also rotten and decayed. ~ Issuing from the room by
a large oaken door, she stépped into a small dark- gallery, and proceeding to
the further end, descended a winding staircase, and flinging back a pair of
folding 8oors at the bottom, what was her astonishment to. find herself in the
Gothic Hall of Saint Mark’s Abbey !

Completely thanderstruck at this circumstarce, and more than ever convinced
that the abbey was inhabited, not by spectres, but some unfortunate being who
sought secinsion from the world, Angefim forgot the injunctiolu of the un.
known woman she had formerly encotntered there in so mysterious a manner,
and pondered with delight over the crumbling relics of the days of old: Mag-
nificent in the extreme had onee been that mouldering hali, and Angefina stood
lost in admiration of the immense cotumns; by which what remained of the roof
was sapported. 'There could not posibly be a more striking picture of feudal
greatness. It ene place the eye rested upon a Leadless.column, its base buried
several feet in the earth, and as firm as the monarch of the forest; in another
place lay three or four capitals, around which might be seen .the matilated
faces of several hideous monstere, bpinging to the mind the barbareus ideas of
their creators. Here might the idea feast and revel over an heterogeneous mass
of broken columns, pilasters, capitals, and dilapidated pinnacies, together
with innumerable other striking mementos of -the labour and ingenuity of our
ancestors. Our beroine, as she contemplated with sublime admiration and
wonder everything around her, became absorbed in a dreamy reverie of the
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deéeds and beings of other days, until she was aroused by the falling of some of
the rubbish, which alarmed the birds, who, to the number of several hundreds,
sought shelter in the ancient fabric. She now recollected where she was, aad
the wild woman’s warning came fresh upon her mind, but still her insatiable
curiosity to explore the abbey, made her disregard it, and she hurtied on to the
upper end of the hall, and passing through a gothic archway, was soon descend-
ing some broken steps, at the bottom of which; was a pair of large iren gates,
twrough which she beheld tlie remains of an extensive and noble chapel. The
gates were very heavy and rusty, but after considerable exertion, they being
unlocked, she forced them back on their hinges and entered.

A sacred awe was stealing over Angelina’s senses, as she gazed upon this
once holy building, but she was very suddenly alarmed by hearing a low mur-
muring sound, as of a human voice ; and, holding her lamp above her head, to
facilitate her view, its faint rays fell upon the long-flowing white robes of some
object that was kneeling before a small altar, as if in devotion.

Fixed immoveable to the spot with amazeiwent, Angelina felt a deadly chill
creeping through her veins, mingled with a mysterious curiosity to satisfy her
doubts; and before she had time to recover herself, the object before the altar
arose, looked around the chapel, and obserying our hereine fixed like u statue
uttered a shriek, bounded behind the altar, and immediately vanished.

¢¢ Stay, mysterious being, 1 conjure thee,” cried Angelina, regaining courage
when too late ; * if thou art some unhappy being of this world, I would com-
misserate and alleviate thy sufferings ; and if thou art a spirit of that sphere,

No. 8
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the eye of mortal must not penetrate, still have I courage to inquire why thoa
wanderest from the sileat tomb!” But the dismal echoes of Angelina’s own
voice were all that answered her ; and rushing towards the altar, she looked in
vain for some aperture through which any human being could so suddenly havo
disappeared.

¢ Good Heavens ! what awful mystery is this 2"’ exclaimed Angelina, looking
timidly around. Unable to resist the superstitious feelings which were gradu-
ally stealing over her, and apprebensive of some new horror, she upbraided
herself for the imprudence of which she had been guilty, and determined to quit
the ruins with the least possible delay. She was making her way towards the
Tron gates for that purpose, when she was terrified by hearing a door close
heavily in that direction; and presently afterwards the noise of approaching
footsteps burst upon the stillness of the gloomy place. What could she now
do }—~They were evidently descending the broken steps which led to the gates,
and therefore the maiden could not pass that way without encountering those
who had excited her fears; and she could not find any place of outlet on the
other side of the chapel. There was no time for deliberation—she heard the
rusty gates creaking on their hinges, and almost sinking with consternation,
bhastily secroted hereelf behind a broken column, and awaited with a palpitating
heart, the termination of the singular and alarming adventure. She had not
been in this situation a minute, when the gates were thrown open, and two men
entered, wrapped up in large dark mantles, who, looking around the chapel
with caatious glances, stepped towards a column opposite the one behind which
Angelioa was concealed ; and the light from a small window streaming full
upon their persons and faces, Angelina’s astonishment was not a little aug-
mented, when she recognised in one of them the Baron de Morton, who lived
near the spot, and in the other, his repulsive domestic, Rufus !

Scarcely venturing to breathe, lest they should discover her, although she
knew not why she should fear such a circumstance, she crouched down behind
the column, and watched their actions.

“ Well,” exclaimed Rufus, * I suppose this spot will do for the communion 3
you have no fear of listeners here.”

“ Right, good Rufus,” replied the baron, ‘* we need not indeed fear that the
prying eye of curiosity will watch our actions in this old abbey, and for that
purpose, did I resolve that our future secret consultations should be beld here.
‘We might have listeners in the castle, and already bave I fancied that the
baroness begins to——hark |—was not that a voice ?”

“ Nonsense, *twas only the wind,” returned his servant, ¢ come, to business.”

¢ This is a gloomy place,” said the baron looking around him with something
of fear in the expression of his countenance : ¢ report has filled it with frightful
forms, and—"*

¢ Psha!” interrupted Rufus, ¢ reportis a common liar. s it possible, my
lord, that you can begin to feel qualmish and timid after all the daring deeds
you have performed "’

“ Be silent, Rufus,’’ returned the baron, in a tremulous voice, ¢ would that
those daring deeds of which you speak could be recalled—would that they had
never been performed.”

¢ And,” rejoined Rufus in a contemptuous voice, * that you might be the
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living model of virtue and integrity, and sec another laxariate in that rank
and wealth which you sow eajoy ? Bahk!”

¢ Enjoy ! cried the baron, in a tone of bitterness—‘ alas ! can there be any
enjoyment in the fruits of crime—~mur——hark !—agaio ! I could bave sworn
1 heard a sigh}”

“ Are you going mad* said Rufus; “ however, 1 came not hore to listen
to a sermon, 80, my lord, I'll €’en leave you till you are in a more fitting
mood to talk apon the business in which you require my aid. *Tis only fools
who talk of conscience! °Psha !—the cant of priestcraft; the coward’s bug-
gaboo. What is the uee of repenting of what has been done years ago, and
which nothing can alter now p**

¢« Well, well, be it so, perhaps ¥ am weake=foolish, good Rufus,” replied t.he
baron in a firmer tone, “ but enough, to business at once. Rufus, dost thou
remember that dreadful night when near this spot, thou didst—by my orders—"

Here a hollow gust of wind that swept throngh the chapel, completely drowned
the voice of de Morton, and Angelina in vain tried to catch the concluding
sentence,

“ Methought your lerdship’s conscience was ready enough to remind you of
the events of that night, and two or three other little circumstances,” sarcasti-
cally replied Rufus, * but to prove to you that my memory is not in any way
impaired, if it please you, I will recapitulate="

“ Nay, nay, hold Rufas,” hastily interposed de Morton, *‘ I meant not that 3
but I would ask you, are you certain that your arm was sure, and that:

¢ Sare,” interrupted Rufus in a savage voice, * what now ? .Did not the
disappearance of—— ? did not my reeking dagger offer sufficient proofs how
traly I bad kept my word—how certain had been my aim? Have you grown
suspicious, my lord de Morton ? If so, the sooner we part the better I*

* You mistake me, Rufus,” said the baron in an agitated tone, “I—"

Here the whistling of the wind again rendered the words of the baren in-
audible, and it was several minutes ere Angelina could make out a syllable
they were uttering ; she noticed the violence of the baron’s gestures, who every
now and then, looked fearfully around the chapel, as though he was appre-
hensive that some one was watching them.

¢ Both, I tell you,”” at length Angelina heard Rufus say, ¢ why should you
doubt

¢¢ ’Tis strange,” returned the baron, * and yet the astonishing likenéss that
rustic beauty bears to—I was thunderstruck the moment I beheld ber, and I
felt a deadly chill run though my veins. Her uncle, too, I like him not S
there is a mystery about him that convinces me he is not what he wishes ta
appear to be !”

The conversation was now carried on in so low a tone, that not a word could
be overheard. Angelina trembled with excessive terror, like an aspen leaf.
The zllusion to herself and her uncle, filled her bosom with the most acute
anguiab; and the warning of the woman of the ruins, struck more foreibly on
ser recollection. In the agitation of her feelings, she disturbed some of the
crumbling rubbish which lay around her, and it fell down with a rustling noise,
tbat made both Rufus and the baron start !

% Did you not hear that ?* cried the latter.
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¢ 1 did,” returned Refus, looking fiercely around.

¢ This time, I am certain [ am not deceived,” ejaculated the baron, some-
body is here besides ourselves.”

¢« Thea their lives shall answer for their curlosity,” cried Rufus, drlwlng a
dagger from underneath his mantle, and stalking hastily towards the spot from
whence they imagined the noise bad proceeded. Wha shall attempt to describe
the terror of Angelina, when she heard the villain’s threat, and saw him advance
towards the very place where she was concealed ?—8he held her breath, and
tried to crouch beneath the rubhish around her. Rufus walked past the column
and almost touched her, but fortunately he saw her not 3 and after the lapse of
two or three moments mare, he returned to his trembling companion,

% We were deceived,” said he ;—*‘it was only the wind that had blown some
of the ruins down.”

¢ Probably it was,’ replied the baron; * but I forgot—this abbey, as you
are aware, was formerly in the possession of my family, and I have got the
key of those gates with me. I will lock them, and that will secure us frombeinq
surprised that way, at any rate.”

“Good God! what will become of me P—I’m lost I’ thought Angelina, as she
heard the baron lock the gates.

They now resumed their conversation, but Angelina was in too great a state
of agitation to listen to it. At length they prepared to depart by the way they
had entered; and as the baron unlocked the ponderous gates, his companion
said in a loud tone,—

“ Enough, my lord—you know you may depend upon me. I will keep a
vigilant eye upon them ; and should our suspicions he verified —"’

¢ You know how to act.”” added the baron.—¢ Get thee gone, it may not be
prudent for us to depart together.””

Rufus bowed, and following the baron, the gates were locked on the outside,
and our distracted heroine found herself a prisoner in the cbapel of the abbey
ruina.

CHAPTER V.

For a few moments Angelina stood and wrung her hands in despair, totally
at a losg what to do. The wind whistled coldly throughout the chapel,and she waa
so overcome by her fears and the chilliness of the place that she could scarcely
support herself. The words that she heard pass between the baron and his
villainous colleague, and the allusions they had made to some deeds of darkness
perpetrated by them in former days, were strongly impressed upon his memory,
and the unintelligible threats they had held out to her and her uncle, bronght
to her recollection the warning she had before received from the mysterious
woman in the ruins. These then were the parties she had to fear; and yet how
could she or her uncle have incurred their enmity —8he was unconscious of
haviag wilfully deserved the batred or persecution of any body, much less the
the baron de Morton, and therefore was she the more perplexed. But this was
no time or place to reflect, for the day was waning apace, and what would
become of her if she was unable to escape from that dismal fabric, which her
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disordered imagination now filled with the most awful forms ? Again lighting
her lamp, she searched around the chapel, and more particularly inspected the
altar; behind which she was positive she bad seen the form that had alarmed
her, vanish ; bnt she looked in vain—no signs of an outlet met ber eyes, and
she clasped her forehead in despair.

Looking up above the place where she was standing, sbe perceived an aperture
in the wall, large enough to admit of a human form, and which bad been broken
away by the ravages of time; but it was at such a height that she knew not
how she could clamber up to it; and even if she succeeded in reaching it, she
wight he in the same dilemma, not knowing into what place it might open.
Desperate situations suggest desperate measures, and accordingly Angelina
determined to make an effort to reach it. She hastily collected some of the
pieces of ruins, the largest she could lift, and piled them one on top of the
other, until she thought she should be able to reach the opening, and then with
cautious and trembling steps, prepared to ascend it. With much difficulty she
reached the top of this pile, and then with a desperate effort clambered up to the
aperture, and lpoking below, found that it opened into a gallery. To descend
was a task of mare daonger than the ascent had been; but at last she accomplished
itin safety, and pursued her way along the gallery to a gothic apartment at the
end, the door of which was standing open. She emtered it—it was lofty and
spacious—and what was her surprise to fipd that it in every respect, corres-
ponded with the one she had seen in her dream !—There were the portraits of
the lady and gentleman; and what the more surprised her was, that the like-
nesses were complete. Thunderstruck at this remarkable coincidence, she stood
and gazed around her, quite unconscious for the moment where she was.
Casting her eyes above the arras on the western side of the apartment, she
beheld the mouldering remains of a coat of arms,on which she was enabled to
trace the devices of a blood-stained shield, and a raven'snest. Indaced by these
singular coincidences to search, she cast her eyes towards the oaken floor, and
was horrer-struck to behold deep stains of what appeared to be human blood |
~—Transfixed to the spot with terror, she continued for several moments to look
upon these dreadful remarks.

« Goed heavens |”’ she cried, “ what deeds of darkness have been perpetrated
0 this chamber? Alas! whither has my footsteps led me ?*

She was startled by what seemed to be a dismal moan and to issue from the
opposite side of the room. She trombled, the lamp almost fell from her band,
and her beart palpitated with emotion in her bosom. But nothing met her eyes,
and after a second or. two, endeavouring to persuade herself that the sound she
had heard was nothing more than the wind, she tried to regain her courage, and
wmake ber way from the chamber, She looked around her, but perceived no
other door by which she had entered, and she had almost given herself once more
up to despair, when a thought struck her that she would try the wainscot. She
passed her hand underneath the decayed arras ; atlength her fingers came in con-
tact with a hard substance, which, upon a closer inspection, she was rejoiced to
find was a spring. She pressed with all her strength against it, and at last a
panel in the wainscot glided gently back, but she started from the opening in
alarm, when the rays of the lamp streamed full upon her, and she beheld the
form of a man seated at an oaken table with his back towards her, and his head
resting on his band in a disconsolate manner. Trembling with apprehension,
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she bastily closed the secret panel, that glided back without the slightest noise,
and then stood uncertain how to proceed.

While she was in this situation, the man muttered some unintelligible words,
and being induced to listen, she heard the following uttered in tones of the most
poignant anguish : —

« Oh for some oblivious draught to drewn the awful recollections of the past!”

The tones of the voice immedintely struck Angelina, and she was certain it
was the Baron de¢ Morton. Curiosity, which often supersedes the most immi-
nent danger, now involuntarily prompted her to push back the panel, and to
watch the baron’s proceedings. He was still seated with bis back tewards her,
and appeared to be completely absorbed in his own painfol reflections. Fre-
quently would his bosom discharge the most heart-rending sighs, and then he
would strike his forehead with his clenched fist, seemingly in bitter agony.

“The ways of guilt,” he at length said, ‘‘ are indeed those of pain and
sorrow ! Oh, that I could recal the past—that I could blot out from the dark
tablet of memory those deeds that have made me accursed and wretched! Lust,
ambition, jealousy, pride, oh, what damned passions are ye; into what crime
and misery will ye not lead your unbappy victims! Bat fool! why do I now
sepine? If I have boldly dared, bave I not boldly won? Have I not wealth
and rank ?—Courted by the great and feared by the humble ? Dissatisfied
wretch, what more wouldst thou bave? Why shouldst thou murmur at the past
that has brought thee so much ? And who is there that dare to accuse thee of— ?
Psha ! I will banish this womanish weakness from my mind ! Conscience, that
hideous scarecrow shall no more torment me !”’

As the baron thus spoke, he suddenly arose, and before Angelina had time to
retreat from the opening, he turned, and the rays of his lamp darted upon her.
A dreadful tremor seemed in a moment to palsy all his limbs, the lamp drop~
ped from his hands, bis eyes rolled wildly in their sockets, cold drops of pers-
piration stood upon his temples, and in a hoarse voice, he cried ;—

* Away, dread shade of her my word consigned to death! Mine eyes cannot
gaze upon thy ghastly features !—Hence, hence I say, to the grave with thee ¢
Ah !—horror ! horror !

Overcome with the excess of his terrors, the wretched man uttered a frightful
shriek and sunk senseless on the floor 5 while Angelina, with wonderful presence
of mind, considering the singularity and awfulness of the event, stepped hastily
into the apartment, and glided towards an open door on the other side. It
opened upon a flight of stairs, down which she fled with the utmost precipita<
tion, and had the satisfaction to find herself once more in the hall of the abbey.

Breathless with agitation, and almost sinking with exhaustion, she still con-
tinued to run towards the path that conducted to her home, and never ventured
to look back until she arrived at the cottage door.

CHAPTER VI.

Dk MorToN CAsTLE was a fine old gothic structure, which had stood the
test of many generations, and now seemed with its lofty battlements, blackened
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towers, and sturdy moss-covered walls to frown defiance upon the devastating
scythe of time. It covered an immense tract of land, and the scenery surround-
ing it was of the most pictaresque description. Hills, dales, woods, lakes, and
rivulets, met the eye which ever way it tarned, in endless diversity.

Bat if the external beauties of the castle and its surrounding scenery were
striking and enchanting, the interior of the fine old fabric was not less magnifi-
cent aud imposing. There all the pomp and pageantry of feudal splendour was
displayed in endless variety. Its numerous apartments, its intricate passages,
its spacious halls, its armoury, its rare old paintings, richly worked arras, and
all the other paraphernalia, too numerous to mention, were all objects of in-
terest to those who delight in such things, and shewed the wealth and power its
former possessors must have enjoyed.

The present Baron de Morton was sald to be possessed of all that wealth
that his ancestors were renowned for from time immemorial, but his character
was viewed with detestation by all well intentioned men, and with dread by
bis dependants, He was haughty, stern, passionate, and overbearing. He
seemed to look upon those who were placed in an inferior situation to that he
bimeelf occupied, as being even beneath contempt, and upon every opportunity
esxercised an authority that was thoroughly disgusting.

The baron was now about fifty years of age ; his form was noble and com-
manding, and his features were what might still be termed handsome, yet
withal they were stamped with the forbidding aspect of pride, and there was
an air of baughtiness in his whole demeanour, which was anything but prepos-
sessing.

Orilia, Baroness de Morton, was by birth an Italian, and still bore the traces
of that surpassing beauty which had made ber so celebrated in her younger
days ; but there wasan expression in her piercing black eyes, a certain bear-
ing in her whole behaviour, which plainly told that inordinate vanity and pase
sions of the most dangerous nature stil{ predominated in her bosom. Her’s was
a beauty that rather seemed to command admiration as a right, than to win it3
a power of fascination which held ker votaries in her chains, without engaging
their esteem.

The baren and his lady had abandoned the seat of his ancestors for scveral
years, and bad been residing on the continent, leaving the castle and his wealthy
demains in Yorkshire, to the care of an old and faithful steward, who had been
in the family for a number of years; and seldom wrote to know how his affairs
went on.

There were strange stories circulated concerning the present baron ; it was
even whispered by many that he had come into thie possession of the title and
estates of de Morton in a suspicious manner. However, be that as it might,
certain it is that his brother, the former possessor of the castle, had disappeared
in a most wysterious way, and his death had never been satisfactorily account-
ed for. Soon afterwards, the present baron was united to the widowed baroness,
notwithstanding she was then enceinte, and had ever appeared to view him
with a coldness approaching almost to 1epugaance. The baroness was delivered
of a child, but what the sex of that child was, was never known, as it was said
to be still-horn, and a very short time subsequent to this event, the baroness
herself died suddenly, and it was at the time thought, under very suspicious
circumstances.
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Soon after this occutrence, the baron quitted Yorksbire in the sianser which
we have before described, and nothing more was heard of him for several years,
during which he did not even so much as correspond with his steward; when
suddenly, withoat giving sny notice, he returned to his castle, with his present
wife, whom be had married in Italy.

When the baron returned to the castle on the evening of kis singular meeting
with Angelina; his extreme egitation was visible to every ones his covnten-
ance was deadly pale, and his eyes looked wildly around, as tliough he ex-
pected to behold some frightful object. He declined the eveming repast, and
giving the bareness a stern reply to her question of whether he was anwell, he
abruptly left the room and retired to his own apnm‘ent, Jockiog bimself in to
prevent the intrusion of any one. There, for bours, he was heard to pace the
room with the most disordersd foofsteps, and to utter incoberent segtences,
which the baroness, who was jnduced tv listen, in vain sought to conjectuse the
meaning of. At length he hastily summoned tbe attendance of ons of llh do-
mestics, and commanded bim to send Rufus. to bim immediately. -

“ What means this agitation, my lord 7’ demanded Rufus, when he entered
the chamber and bebeld the ghastly hue which overspread the baron’s features,
and the violent emotion which agitated his whole frame ; ¢ what has bappened
that could kiave taken such a singular effect upon you "’

“ Rufus,” replied the baron in a hoarse tone, clasping the arm of bis myrmi-
don, and looking solemnly in bis countenance. * Rufus, I bave seen ker, but

- this night did ber restless spirit cross my path, and fill my soul with borror!”

¢ Are you so weak, my lord,” said Rufus scornfully, “ as to believe -in such
old womanish nonsense at this ? Psha !—but your mind is disordered; you are
sot well : you had better retire to rest I”’

¢ Raest,” reiterated the baron, wm: M langh of derision, * rest for one who
bag ——"

“ Bah ?'’ interrupted Rufus, ¢ I am sick of this s perstious cant 3 forsooth my
lord, if you give way to these idle chimeras, vothing but disgrace and infamy
can be the result of it. You must have been Jabouring under some wild and
sickly delusion.”

¢ Oh, no, Rufus,” returned the baron, * it was no delusion; I saw her as
plaioly. as I behold you now; justas she looked when first I knew her, so
young, 3o lovely 5 her eyes were fixed upon me with an expression of reproach
that smote me with hortor. I tell yoa Rufus, that T am positive | was not mis-

taken. When you left me, I could not resist a strange temptation 1 feit to.

wander over these chambers in which snch deeds of iniquity have been perpe-
trated ; and while pondering over the horrors of the past, I suddenly raised my
head, and, gracious Heaven! there, gazing upon nie, stood the form of —"

“ Nonsense ! said Rufus, *“ your weakness deceived you, and conjured up the
the hideous phantom ; come, my lord, arouse yourself; this conductis unworthy

of yon. 1t is only old women and children who beleive in such stories as these, .

ande—ah, now I think of it—you remember the noise we heard whilc we were
confering in the abbey ruins ?”

¢“Ido! Tdo!"” bastily replied the baron, ¢ what of that "’

“As I came hither,” answered the other, ‘1 beheld that peasant girl,
dngelina, as they call her, and with whose singular likeness to —"*

¢ Ab! I know ;" gasped forth the baron, * but proceed, proceed.”

N
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¢ Slie seemed to have come from the direction of the abbey ruins,” observed
Raufas, “ and was running quickly, apparently in great agitation ; I would bave
-pokox: to her, but on beholding me she increased her speed and was soon out of
sight.’

 And what of thatf” demanded de Morton? ®what has all this to do with
the subject we were conversing upon "

# What has it to do with it, my lord,” repdated Rufus, ¢ why everything —
mark my word, this same girl it was who bad been wandering over the ruins,
and probably she overheard what we were talking about

¢ Ah!” exclaimed tbe baron; as the opirion of Rufus seemed (o strike him
forcibly ; by my soul, this is not improbable, and if so, it was her that I beheld,
and who so much alarmed me. Baut wbat an extraordinary likeness. And yet
>¢tis impossible! By heaven if I thought that———— 1 must see this Arthur
‘Woodfield and question him, and if my surmises prove correct—""

& The girl dies)”” added Rufuas, in an under tone. y

CHAPTER VIL

Tae alarm which Angelina felt after her strange rencounter with the Baron
de Morton was noticed by her uncle, for, on her arrival at the cottage, she was

No. ¢ R
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completely breathless and exhausted. He questioned her as to the cause, but
she returned an evasive, and unsatisfactory anawer, and gomplaining of head-
ache, requested to be allowed to retire to rest.

¢ 1 suppose, coz,” said the giddy and thonghtless Laura, in her usual viva-
cious tones,  if the truth was known, yeu have been paying another visit to
those haunted ruins, and have been frightened in spite of all your pretended
courage ; mark my words, Angelina, if you do persist in disturbing the hob-
goblins in their retreat, some of them will run away with yoa one of these days,
and we shall never see you again.”

Angelina in vain, by significant glances at her loquacious cousin, endea-
voured to stop her tongue, but Laura either would not, or did not observe her,
and went on till she had divulged the whole secret of their visit to St Mark’s
Abbey. :

¢¢ Angelina,” said her uncle, seriously, *you did very wrong to wander to
that gloomy fabric, wherein the most depraved wretches are reported to hold
their haunts, and Itrust you will not repeat your visits for fear that any barm
should befal you.”

¢ Inneed, my dear uncle,” replied Angelina, who had now recovered berself,
1 think your apprehensions are unfounded, for I have been all over the ruins
and saw no signs of the lawless men to whom you allude.”

« Well, but you know, Angelina,” said her cousin, ‘ that we have had con-

* vincing proof that if the abbey is not inhabited by mortal devils, it is the-haunt
of supernatural ones. Dear me !—I shall never forget what we saw there the
other day, as long as I have to live,”

¢ What do you mean, Laura ?” demanded her father, whose curiosity was
excited by her words, * what is the awful adventure to which you allude "’

¢ Oh, it is nothing worth mentioning, uncle,” said Angelina bastily, * but
my silly cousin, who is so very superstitious, is apt to attach importance to
the most trifling events.”

% Oh, indeed,” said Laura, but the event to which I allude was no trifle,
though, and you was frightened enough at first as well as me § though you did

" brave it out so heroically afterwards.”

¢ Well, let me hear it,”’ said Mr. Woodfield, * and then I shall be better able
to judge which of you is in the right.”

¢ Oh, no, my dear uncle,’” exclaimed Angelina, with much confusion, it is
not worth listening to ; it is a foolish story, and=—"*"

“ Well, then, as foolish as it is, 1 shall relate. it, and then hear my father’s
opinion upon the matter,” said the pertinacious Laura: “I maintain that it
will go far to prove that the spirits of the departed are allowed to revisit this
earth. Well, father, you must know, that about a month ago, me and Ange-
lina paid a visit to the ruins of St. Mark’s Abbey, I confesa that she had no
little trouble to persuade me to accompany her, for the many strange accounts
T had heard of it, did not prepossess me much in its favour 3 however, she was
so coaxing and whoedling, that at last she did prevail, and I went with hers
‘Well, we remained there some time, and looked about us, without anything
particular occurring, but I wasin a terrible state of uneasiness, expecting
every moment te see the grim spirit of some old monk dart forth from behind
the ruine. Angelina was so wrapt up in the contemplation of everything
around her (though, for my part, I cannot see anything to admire in broken
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pillars, and statues without heads), that I begged in valn to réturh home, and
presently a storm arose, and we were compelled to remain In the dismal place - °
until it had abated. Presently we heard a strange nolse, which Angelina at
first attributed to the howling of the wind through the different apertures, but
at length it was repeated, and the flashing of the lightning the next moment
revealed to us—"

¢ Beware |” at that moment uttered a hollow voice. The females screamed,
and Mr. Woodfield, estonished at the singular interruption, immediately turned
his eyes towards the casement, upon which he perceived those of bis daughter
and niece were fixed, and was completelx thunderstruck at the object which
there met his view.

A supernatural light seemed blazing outside the cottage, and, standing in the
midst of it was the figare of the mysterious woman who had appeared to Ange-
lina and her cousin in the ruins of 8t.’Mark’s Abbey~The blue reflection of
the light imparted a most ghastly aspect to the countenance of the mysterious
being, whose eyes were fixed upon the astonished and terrified group, and one
hand was held out in a menacing atfitude towards Laura, as though she was
enjoining ber to silence.

For a moment or two, so surprised was Mr. Woodfield at this singular ap-
pearance, that he had not the power to move or speak, while his wifo, Angelina,
and Laura, were all as it were, petrified to the spot, but at length, determined
to fathom the truth, and to know the reason of the woman’s visit to them, he
darted out of the cottage.

As he quitted the porch, the woman fixed upon him a slngnlnt indescribable
look, and walked, or rather seemed to glide to some distance from the place
where she had before stood, and there she fixed herself in an attitude, appar-
ently determined to await the approach of Mr. Woodfield,

The woman continued anmoved uutif he had nearly reached her, when she
uttered a wild laugh, and darted into the wood, which-commenced not far. from
the cotlage, and was soon hidden from his view, in spite of the precipitation
with which Mr, Woodfield pursed her footsteps.

Mr, Woodfield hastened to the spot where she had disappeared, but the dark-
ness of the wood, which was’ almost impervious to the light of the moon, pre-
vented him seelng anything at more than two or three yards distance, and he
was consequently unable to discover any traces of her ; he, therefore, returned
to the cottage, bewildered and disappointed.

This incident had very much alarmed the mind of Angelina, who was at a loss
to imagine the motive the woman could have for thus so closely following her
footsteps. The interview she had had with her in'the abbey ruins, and all that
she had said to her, recurred to her memory with redoubled force, and she
could not help thinking that her fate was in some way or the other connected
with her’s. Her uncle, who knew her delicate nature, and saw the alarm into
which the visit of the woman had thrown her, much as he was himself astonished
and perplexed at the circumstance, endeavoured on.his return to the cottage,
to persuade her that the woman was only one of their neighbours, who bad-
assumed the wild dress and mysterious behaviour for the purpose of a hoar, but
had he known what bad previously taken place between the awful looking
stranger and his niece, at St. Marl’s Abbey, he would have seen that all his

attempts would be futile.
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¢ Hoax you may call it if you please, father,” sald Laura, who had now par,
tlally recovered from the terror into which the circumstance bad thrown her,
¢ but I mean to say that it is no such thing, I have very good reason to know,
and so has Angelina, that——"

Here the simple girl was again about to reveal the secret of their adventure
at the abbey, when Angelina hastily interrupted her, and by a significant look,
recalled her to recollection.

¢ Well,” continued Laura, * I was only going to say that Angelina knows
vary well, {f she likes to confess it, that, as s teptical as she pretends to be, she
really does not dishelieve that there are such things as supernatural visitations,

and——""

¢ Ab, Laura, speaks very true,” intorrupted M. Woodfield, who bad been
anxious to give vent to her opinions upon the mysterious subject, “and X
hope none of us are such sinners as to think that the spirits of the dead are not
allowed to revieit this earth, Goodness me! they do say, that this neighbour-
hood has been the scene of some shocking transactions, and who knows bat this
may be the ghost of some unhappy wretch who met with an antimely end bere ?**

¢ Nonsense, wife 1" returned Mr. Woodfield, *‘ you aro ever fancying some-
thing of this sort. Any one would suppose that you had been born in a church-
yard, and cradled ln a tomb, If a mouse only stirs in the cupboard, youn fmagine
it is some terrific spectre or the other, coming from the other world to frighten
us all out of our wits, and if a’'crickat hut rattles againat the walnscot, it is
construed into the death-watch directly,”

¢ I don't care what anybody says,”” observed Mrs, Woodfield, ‘ bat pothing
shall alter my opiofon. Why, dido®t I bear old Mre. Ambrose call me thrse
distinct times, the very minuto she died, although we wero at the time nearly
two bundred miles away from the place s and didn’t our old dog Bluff, howl——=*

 Psha! enough of this,” interrupted Mr, Woodfield, affecting to laugh, and
once more endeavouring to restore his niece to her wonted cheerfulness, An-
gellna, however, could not divest her mind of the impression made upon it by
the adventures of the evening, and the more sho reflected upon it, the greater
was she at a loss to elucidate the mystery. ’

Mr. Woodfield’s curiosity was also excited by the words of Laura, and alsp
the siogular appesrance of the wcman, and he was about to interrogate his
daughter further upon the subject, when be was aroused by a tapping at the
casement, and glancing in that direction, they bebeld the honeysuckle pulled
aside, and the face of the mysterious being who at present occupied thelr
thoughts, gazed full upon them.

For a minute or two that piercing glance—that wild, unnatural look, wag
fxed alternately upon Angelina and her uncle, but before they could recover
gom thefr confosion and astonishment, sho forced open the casement, and ina
. wice of deep and impressive solemnity, she commanded Mr, WoodSeld, (call-

mg bim by his oame) to follow her.

“ Why do you visit my cottage at such a late hour as this, woman " de-
manded Mr, Woodfield, *and what is your business with me P”

«¢ I will not satisfy your questions bere "’ replied the woman ; * what I bavg
to reveal must be to your ear alone. Follow me, Isay.”

« I knew you not,” sald Woodfield, “ and I caanot think of complying with

such a singular request from a stranger.”

'~

.
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#¢ You had better obey me,” returned the woman, of you may repent that you
3id not avail yourself of the {nformation I can give you, when it is too late.”

*.Why not impart what you have to say here ¥’ asked Mr. Woodfield.

« | have told you 3 theré&are listeners.”

<« But they will retire.” T

¢ That matters not 3 the walls have ears.”

« Whither would you I should attend you?”

«To the wood.”

<« At such an hour, with a stranger, and alone ¥’

¢ Are you afraid that a woman will harm you, Mr. Woodfield P But I pro-
gise you that there shall be nothing wrong.”

Mr. Woodfield paused and hesitated. The roquest was a singular one, and
especially when it was made by a complete stranger, the ambiguity of whose
appearance and behaviour were sufficient of themselves to create doubt and
sg;sicion, and a sentiment very nearly allied to fear..' Mrs. Woodfield and Laura
who bad been trembling with coggternation all the time the woman had been
speaking, looked at bim with a significant expression, which was meant to per-
suade him not to complys but after a few moments deliberation, bis curiosity
overcame his doubts, and he told the woman he would attend her. The woman
gmiled, and made a motion with her hand towards the wood, and Mr, Woodfield
having put on bhis hat, and taken with him his stout cudgel in caso of danger,
Jeft the cottage, and they were both soon hidden from the view.

For several moments after Mr.Woodfield had departed, the three females were
sp confused und, amaged that they could not speak, but Laura haviog at length
got once more the free use of that garrolous member, ber tongue, expressed her
firm belief that ber poor father would pever return again, and that she was
confident he would be spirited away by the awful looking belog who had so
much alarmed them, and who she was certain did not belong to this world.
In this sensible opinion she was backed by ber mother, who wrang her hands,
and a thousand times denounced the folly and imprudence of ber husband,
whom she never expected to see again. Anpgelina endeavoured to quist her
apprehensions, though sho scarcely know what to think hersol(s she wasio a
state of inconceivable suspense and wonder till be returned.

More than half an hour bad elapsed before Mr. Woodfield again appeared to
the anxious eyes of the party in the cottage. His countepance was pales his
lips quivered, and bis whole frame evinced the most violent emotion.

« Geod gracious, Arthur1” cried Mrs. Woodfield, alarmed at his mannev,
o what is the matter with you, and what bas occurred to agitate you thus g

¢ Question me not,"” replied Mr, Woodfied, in g tone of asperity the good
dame bad seldom before heard bim assume; * let us retire to rest immediately,
it is late. :

Seeing the agitation of ber busband, Mrs. Woodfield did not for the present
venture to question him further, and tho-three fomales in vain tried to conjee-
ture what could have been the nature of the mysterious woman's communication
to bim, which had so unusually excited and alarmed him, '

When Apgelina retired to ber chamber, ghe ruminated for some time over the
singular events of the day, her adventure in the Abbey rufus; her rencounter
with the Baron de Morton the appearance of the mysterious woman at the
coltage, and what cduld have been the purport of her secret communion with
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her uncle. The more she dwelt upon these perploxing subjects, the more did
she become bewildered in the mazes of doubt and uncertainty. B8he felta pre-
sentiment of some Impending evil, but in vain tried to imagine what it could be
or who could wish or bave any interest in annoying their humble and inoffensive
family.

The following morning’s repast was scarcely over, when looking out at the
cottage door, sho was astonlshed to behold the Baron de Morton approaching.
She shuddered Involuatarily as she gased upon bim, and remembered the words
sho bad beard bim utter the night before, and the terror he bad evinced on be-
holding her. What had passed between him and Rufus too, i the rulos, fally
couvinced her that the weight of some dark deeds of former days weighed
heavily upon his consclence, and strango as the idea appeared to be, she could
not help imagining that she was in some way or the other connected with him.

Anxious as she was to learn what could bo bis reason for visiting the cotta*e,
she did not like to meet him again, sho therefore excused berself to her uncle,
and left the cottage by a back way, just as ¥he Baron entered it.

The Baron de Morton greeted Mr. Woodfield with unusual condescension
and politeness, but there was something savrepulsive in the restless glare of his
eyes that Mr. Woodfield could not help feeling uncomfortable in bis presence.

“To what may I .ttrlbuto the bonour of this visit, my lord ?” agked Mr
Woodfleld.

¢ 8imply to = wish 1 have to puta few questions of the utmost importance to
you, Mr. Woodfield;”’ replied the baron, *‘ can we be alone P

Mr. Woodfield bowed, and led the way to the room up stalrs, where the
astonished dame and her daughter heard him lock the door. They remained
here for above an hour, and they frequently spoke in very loud tones, andseemed
as if they were quarrelling ; but noither Laura nor her mother could distinguish
any more than a disjointed sentence hero and there, which served only to in-’
volve them in still greater mystery. At length the room door was opened, and
the baron desconded the stairs, followed by Mr. Woodfield. His face was
finshed—he looked stern, and was evidently much excited, and Mr.Wood field
betrayed scarcely less emotion. As the baron was about to leave the cottage,

" be turned round to Mr. Woodfield, and said—

“ You will do woell to think better of this business, sir,or you may have cause

" to regret it.”

¢ No further reflection, my lord,” replied the other, firmly, ** can alte} my
resolutions and koowing that my conduct is dictated by probity and justice, I
do not fear the result.” . '

The baron frowned ; fixed his oyes for a moment upon the countenance of Mr.
Woodfield, and then, without uttering & word, left the cottage.

CHAPTER VIIL

Mr. WooprreLp maintained the most profound silence upon the subject of
the Baron s visit to him, and what had been the purport of their conversation ; but
it was noticed that he was very dull and thoughtful for many days afterwards,
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seldom left home, and particularly cautloned his nlece not to go near de
Morton Castle any ofteper than possible. He also expressed conmsiderable
uneasiness whenever the baron’s name bappened to be mentioned, and did not
appear to wish to converse upon such a subject, or to make any allusion to that
nobleman,

Mrs. Woodfield was in a perfect fever of excitement at the mystery of the
events which had taken plice within the last few days, and she racked her
brain in vain to endeavour to elucidate themy but that which created her
astonlshment and angiety more than all, was the Baron’s visit to their cottage
and the secret conference he bad had with her husband. The words they had
made use of at parting, and the expression of the baron’s features shewed
plainly that the interview had been anything but an amicable one, and the
threat which the speech of the latter seemed to comvey, raised in the old
woman’s mind the most serious apprebension ; for she recollected the character
which be bore, and she dreaded the effects of his vengeance should her husband
act in any way contrary to his wishes. But what could be the nature of the
business he wanted Mr. Woodfield to perform, and why should he so particu~
larly select him from among all his many tenants and dependants, for the ac-
complishment of a task, which evidently by the secret manner in which it was
conducted, was of such vast importance? The old woman continued to ponder
over these curious circumstances for some time, and by the period she had
become tired of thinking about them, she was more entangled and bewildered
in the mazes of conjecture than ever. She would have questioned ber husband
upon the subject, but she knew his disposition, and would not ventare to in-
quire into that which he did not seem disposed to explain.

In the meantime, Angelina’s mind was as busily engaged in ruminating and
trying to unravel the mystery of the occurrence sthat bad taken place but with
as litile success as her aunt. One opinion, however, she could not belp coming
to, which was, that she was in some way or the other connected with the busi-
ness on which the baron had sought an interview ‘'with her uncle; but in what
way, she could not form even the most remote idea. She recollected the agi-
tation de Morton bad betrayed on encountering her in St. Mark’s Abbey, and
the strange words be had given utterance to; likewise the conversation which
she bad partly overheard in the vaults beneath the Abbey, between him and
Rufus; and the warning which the mysterious woman had given her, together
with the crest of the baron which so exactly corresponded with part of it,—aund
the more she dwelt upon these things, the more was her opinion strengthened.
She needed not a second warning from Mr. Woodfield for her to avoid the
vicinity of the castle, for there was something so revolting to ber in the coun-
tenance of its haughty owner, that she involuntarily shuddered whenever she
" beheld him, and always avoided him as much as possible, from an unaccoun-
table apprehension of danger, whenever she saw him.

Thus passed a fortnight, and as nothing more occurred to strengthen the fears
of Mrs. Woodfield, and Mr, Woodfield having relapsed into his general mode of
bebaviour, she began to drive it from her recollection and never even hinted
anything upon the subject to the latter, During this interval Angelina had
seldom left the cottage for any distance, only waudering occasionally in the
meadows adjacent, or reclining with a book under the foliaged canopy of a
shady tree in the neigbbouring greenwood.
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The stranger she had twice seen often arose to the damsel’s thoughts, and
when be did so, she would feel the blush mantling in her cheeks, and ber heart
throb with a sensation she was at a loss to understand the theaning of and
which she never remembered to have experienced before. Sometimes she could
picture him in her mind’s eye as she first beheld him, and then all the graces of
his person, and the manly beauty of his coutenance would return to her memory
in colours so vivid that she could not obliterate them. In spite of her endea:
vours to think the contrary, she could not help feeling that she should like to
behold him once more. .

If Angelina duriog this time obeyed the wishes of her uncle, by not re-visiting
the ruins of 8t. Mark's Abbey, it was not because she feared to do so after the
alarming adventure she had met with there the last time, but because she was
fearful of offending him by acting in opposition to his will. Yet did she qften
feel an ardent desire agaln to examine its numerous vaults and chambers, to
ascertain whether they were really Inhabited by a human being or not; a sap-
position she was inclined to encourage from the circumstance of the form she
bad once caught a hasty glimpse of. But what motives could induce any person
to seclude themselves in that wretched and dismal place? Angelina knew not
then that there are sorrows that would drive the sufferer to any act of despera-
tion.

At length, however, yaabla longer to resist the impulse which urged-her on,
sho rosolvid unco more to examine the ruios, She could not help thinking that
by some strange means or the other, bor fate was mixed up with the mysteries
of the ahbey, and in spite of whatever danger which might accrue ar for
her bardihood, sie determined that nothing should induce her to waver in her
resolation until she arrived at some satisfactory result,

She entered the abbey by a doorway in the nerthern wing of the building,
. this time, aund found. berse}f in a gothic ball similar to the one she had befors

traversed only it was much more gloomy. It wasa beavy piece ofarchitecture,
in a state of rapid decay, and the stone pavement was completely overgrown
with lank weedss Around this hall were to be seen fast mouldering to decay,
_the banaers and escutcheons of the family of de Morton, and in various niches,
were the tall, black, coarsely executed statues of the various former members
of that ancient house. This place was dimly lighted by four small easements 3
overgrown with ivy, and a very lofty one of stained glass at the extremity
which was finely executed, but covered with dirt, ivy, and cobwebs. Ever
and anon the wind whistled in fitful gusts (for thie day was lowering and chilly),
through-the several chasms in this dreary hall, and Angelina folt & secret awe
stealing over her, as she contomplated the grandeur of every thing in decay, bat
still no fear possessed her mind.

She entered beneath a low porch at the left-hand side of this hall, and finding
that the place was very dark, although it was in the middle of day, she lighted
a lamp which she had taken care to bring with her, and ascended a flight of
stairs beyond. This led her to a small gallery, upon which three doors opened,
leading, apparently, to different chambers, Angelina tried two of them, but
they were quite fast, the third yielded to her hand, and entering the room, she
found the key was in the lock on the other side. She looked around her, and
found herself in a handsome apartment, very lofty, and hung round with full
length portraits. The furditure was very elegant, and not in such a state of
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decay as that she iad before seen ia some of the chambers of the ancient fabric.
Three lofty casements descended to the fioor, and opened upon a tornce, which
overlooked the ocean.

In this apartment Angelina paused and looked around her : all was still as
death, save the dashiag of the waters against the rocky shore, and, occasionally,
the rambling noise of a portion of the falling ruins which was driven down by
the wind. Suddenly, she fancied she heard a noise at the further end of the
apartment, and looking in that direction, what was her astonishment te behold
the full length portrait of a lady pushed back from its frame, and a female
figure in white stepped from it, but perceiving our heroine, it uttered a faint
scream, and glided back ; the portrait closed again without a sound, and An-
gelina, in a frenzy of astonishment and eager curiosity, rushed to the spot, but
the portrait seemed quite sound, and resisted all her efforts to force it back.

Surprised, bewildered, and confused, Angelina, vainly trying to discover the
secret spring by which the portrait was forced back, stood for a moment or two
uncertain how to act. That she had not been deceived she was certain; and
now, confident that the abbey afforded shelter to some unfortunate human being
or the dther, she resolved to prosecute her search until she had disc overed her.
As this determination rushed upon her mind, she lighted the lamp, and quitted
the room, proceeding along the gallery to see if she could find any other outlet
which might lead to some of the rooms or vaults beneath the abbey, in which
she imagined'it was most likely the recluse would conceal herself. The gallery,

No. 5,
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terminated by a circuitous flight of steps, and after passing along a narrow
pamage, and descending some more broken steps, Angelina found that her ¢con-
Jjectures were correct, for she was in the dismal vanlu beneath the chapel of
Saint Mark. .

8he shivered with the cold air of that loathsome place, and holding the lamp
above her head, as its faint rays fell upon the damp and gloomy walls, she
could almost imagine that she saw the grim phantoms of some of the monks of
old, who formerly inhabited these lonely cells. She was not allowed much
time for thought, for she was startled, and somewhat alarmed, when she re-
membered what she had overheard between the Baron de Morton and Rufus,
by hearing a heavy door creaking upon its hinges, and looking up, she beheld
a door open at the very extremity of the vanlt, and standing there she again
saw the form she had seen not long before in the apartment up stairs.—She
seemed apparently in the act of emerging into the cell, when the light from the
lamp which Angelina carried, streamed across her eyes, and uttering a shrick,
which sounded dismally through these subterraneous apartments, she darted
back, and ere Angelina could reach it, the door was closed with a loud bang,
and resisted all her efforts to open it.

Angelina’s curiosity and suspense were now almost insupportable; she paced
the vault to and fro with hurried 2nd impatient footsteps, and then knocking at
the door, ejaculated in the most carnest tones :—

¢ Mysterious being, whatever you are, do not fly from one who has‘not the
power, had she cven the will to harm you; and who has a heart that can sym-
pathize in your sorrows, and would pour the balm of consolativn into your
bosom.” )

No answer was returned fo this appeal, and after waiting a few moments to
no purpose, until the damp, unwholesome vapours of the place began to carl
around ber lamp, and to bave a powerful effect upon her, Angelina, finding
that she could not proceed any further in that direction, with cautious footsteps,
re-ascended the steps, and once more returned to the apartment in which she
bad Sirst seen the female form. She was not a little surprised when she beheld
the secret panel open, and stepping lightly towards it, she listened, but hearing
no sound, she ventured to enter the room into which it opened.

It was a small dark closet, and contained no articles of furniture, save a
couple of chairs. She could perceive no place of outlet beyond, and while she
was wondering in what way the female had effected her escape, she folt the
boards tremble under her weight, and she had only just time to step aside,
when a trap door fell in, upon the spring of which she imagined she had trod,
and revealed to her a small depository underneath the flooring, which con-
tained a large iron chest. Angelina tried to open it, but it was locked, and she
was about to give up the examination in despair, when her foot suddenly kicked
sgaiost something, and stooping, she found it was a rusty old key, wluch seemed
to have been dropped there by accident and not design.

Angelioa paused ere she applied it to the lock, and a strange sensation came
over her, but soon recovering herself, and knowing the Jjustice of her intentions,
she feit firm and undaunted, and with a mental prayer, she put the key into the
lock. Instantly the lid flew open, and to the hon'or of the intrepid girl, re-
vealed to hor gaze the mouldering b ofah keleton !

" Witha loud shriek, she let fall the lid of the chest, and |tarl|ng foto the

-
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ehamber, closed the secret panel, the spring of which she bad previously dis-
covered, and hurried down the stairs into the hall. Here, for the first time, she
paused to recover breath, to reflect upon the dreadful spectacle she had seen,
and to decide what course it was best to pursue,

At length, as it was getting late, she resolved to return bome, and at another
time to prosecute her search still farther, hoping that she might again encounter
the mysterieus female, and be enabled to discover some clue to the perpetrators
of a crime, which had evidently been for so many years hidden, and which she
could not help thinking she was ordained by an inscrutuble Power, to be the
means of disclosing to the world.

CHAPTER 1X.

w1TH the utmost precipifation, and appalled at what she had seen, Ange-
lina quitted the chamber, having, however, the presence of mind first to fastea
the chest and close the trap over it, taking the key of the former with her, As
she descended the broken stairs, her heart throbbed, and she frequently
looked back expecting to see the ghastly shade of the murdered person pursuing
her ; or fancying that she heard its dismal groans.

Eveniog had now spread its sombre mantle over the earth, and when Ange-
lina had reached the ball, her lamp being exhausted, she was involved in com-
plete darkness. She had very little difficulty, notwithstanding, in finding her
way to the door, but no sooner wag she abont to quit the place, than the light
from a lantern blazed across her face, and she started back with considerable
alarm when she beheld the Baron de Morton. Bat if Angelina was alarmed,
the terror of the baron appeared to be tenfold : he fixed his appalled gaze upon
her countenance, his face became deathly pale, his eyes were distended, his
whole frame trembled, and he exclaimed in a voice hoarse with agitation:—

“ Avaunt dread phantom! Why again do you cross my path? My eyes
become seared in gazing on you! It was not I that did the bloody deed: why
then do you haunt ne? Ah!—a light dawns upon my brain; fool I wasto be
so deceived! By hell! I will know whether you are mortal or a being of tim
other world. Ah! I grasp your arm, you are not what my ceward conscience
conjured up ; no, | know you now; you are the girl whose strange likeness
to Aer has so haunted my fancy. Nay, attempt not to leave me; you have
heard too much, and—"" '

¢ My lord,” ejaculated Angelina, as the baron grasped her arm, ¢ what
means this violence, and how have I incurred your displeasure? for heaven’s
sake do not grasp my arm so vchemently, but suffer me to depart.”

¢t Never!” cried the baron, ‘ never shall you leave me, until [ am satisfled
who you are, and for what purpose you visit these ruins so frequently s tell
the, girl, and without equivocation, Mr. Woodfield is in no way related to you ;
is it not 80 1

¢ Why do you ask me such a question, my lord ?” said the astonished Ange-
lina 3 * and why should you take such an interest in one who——"'-

¢ Apswer my question, girl,” cried-the baron fiercely, while an indescribable

’
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expression darted from his eyes, and he held her armt with a tighter gvlpe than
before : * think not to deceive me. Who and what are you ?”

“ Your lordship knows who I am,” answered Angelina, making a powerfal
effort to regain her firmness, *‘ 1 am but the nlece of an hamble cottager, but
who woald not fail wére he present, to resent even to you, or were it the kg
hiasoelf, any insult offered to me. Unhand me, my lord, and fet me pass; this
conduct to an unprotected female redounds not to your credit,” -

% Yes, it must be so!” exclaimed de Morton, as his agittdon increased ;
¢ the very ‘looks, the cxpression, the whole demeanour is the same! They
would lay a snare to entrap me, and bring me to disgrace and ignominy, but
it shall not be. Girl, ither divulge to me the truth, or this dagger shall pierce
your heart ?’ '

Angelina screamed aloud with terror as the baron drew a dagger from
beneath his cloak, and with a look of ferocious determination, held it to her
breast, and seemed ready in an instant to fulfil his diabolical threat. At that
critical moment, however, when Angelina had given herself up for lost, she
heard a rustling from bebind, and as the baron repgated his threat, and raised
the dagger in the air, a commanding voice exclaimed, “ Hold villain!" amd
his arm was immediately arrested by a powerful hand. Angelina looked up
and recognized in her preserver the tall and neble figure of the young stranger
who she had before seen, and who had excited such an unaccountable interest
in her bosom. )

¢ Unmanly raffian 1”7 he exclaimed, aa he forced the murderous blade from
the baron’s hand, and dashed. him from him, ¢ away with you, or you shall pay
dear for this outrage on a defenceless girl.”

¢ Ab! who art thou ?” demanded the baron, trembling with rage and disap-
pointarent ; ¢ presumptuous varlet, and darest thou to attempt to foil,me in my
purpose ? But beware, rash fool, you know not the power I possess: dread
my vengeance!l' -

I despise both you and your empty threats, Baron de Morton,” said the
young man scornfully ; * even now, in spite of your boasting, I eould, at a
signal, place you ina situation that would scon make you repent having
aroused my anger. Away with you, proud noble, and bear in mind this cautiou,
dare not, on your life attempt to harm in fature this damsel, for know that there
are those who can trample your power under foot, who will be ready to fly to
her protection.”

The baron paused for a few momecnts, apparently petrified at the boldness of
the young man’s words, and gazed upon him with looks of doubt and appre-
hension ; then turning a threatening glance upon Angelina, he muttered some
incoherent sentences, and rushed from the spot.

¢ Fair damsel,” said tiie handsome stranger, in tones whose sweetness pene-
trated 10 the heart of our heroine, while he gazed upon her with looks of the
most ardent admiration, “ how happy I am to think that I should bave been
the means of rescuing you from the violence of that ruffian. Be not alarmed,
while I am with you, no harm can happen to you: with your leava I will see
you in safety to your home.”

With what rapture did Angelina listen to every sentence which fell from the
lips of the noble looking stranger, whose features, as he spoke, seemed to be
lighted up with double energy, and whose eyes were fixed upon her with an’
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expresdon df thie most exquistte fecling. Hastily, however, regaining her usual
equanimity, she retersed to bim in suitable terms her acknowledgments for
the service he htd rendered her.

The stranger scemed to bang with delight upon every word she spoke, and
proffered her bs arm, which with a deep blush, and in an embarrassed tone,
she declined to accept, as she said she was so near bome, that she would not
farther intrude upon his kindness.

¢ 'Your pardon, fair lady," observed the ur.nger, “but when I recollect the
danger from which I have so lately rescued you, and the probability there is
that the baron or some of his myrmidons may still be lurking about the neigh-
bourhood, T cannot suffer you to return home by yourself. But if I may make
myself 80 bold, I would seriously advise you to discontinpe your rambles
among these ruins, in the eveniog especially, for you know not the danger
that lurks around,”

Angelina corld no longor object to his importunities,’and suffered him to ac-
company her towards the cottage. As they proceeded, her manner became less
embdarrassed towards the stranger, and she listened with thc most earnest plea-
sure to his conversation, which was polished, and bespoke the gentleman..

He was a young man apparently not more than twenty-four years of age ; his
complexion dark, his features regular and expressive; his eyes beamed with
intelligence, and his high pale forehead bespoke the expansivencss of his mind.
His figure was tall, but admirably formed, possessed of all manly dignity and
grace—~His attire was neat, and a large mantle was thrown over all, which
gave bim an air of nobility that immediately impressed itself upon the at-
tention of the beholder, and prepossessed them in faveur of him.

¢4 And why should the Baron de Morton feel this enmity towards you ?* uked
the young man.

““ I bave not the slightest idea, sir,” answered Angelina, ¢ indeed, although
I have seen him often before, this is the first time that I have even spoken te
him.?

¢ And vet would he have taken your life,” observed the young man, * had
I mot fortunately come to your preservation. Is not this strange

“¢ It is indeed,” answered our heroine, ‘““ and I am at a loss to account for
it To me, however, the baron appears to' be Iabouring under some painful
delasion, and imagines me to be a persen whom his conscienee accuses him of
having done some former injury to.”

“ He 18 a villaig, I know well,” said the stranger, ¢‘ and no doubt has many
_heavy crimes upon his conscience. I would again warn you to avoid the

vicinity of the castle @ much as pessible, and never to venture to these ruins
again, after dark ; for when you least expeot it the greatest danger may boful
’ou 9
Apngeolina thunked the stranger for his advino, and being.new in sight of
the eottage, she ebserved that she would no farther encroach upon his kindness.
The stranger seemed loth to leave her 5 he gazed earnestly and tenderly in
. ber countenance for a few moments, and then in a respectful manner, he said—
¢ Lady, twice before we have met; and ever since never have you been
absent from my thoughts. But Iam tco bald, Excuse me, fair damsel ; we
Shall meet again 3, and rest assured that in me you will ever find a friend and a
prutector. Farewell, and all good angels guard you.”
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As the graceful stranger uttered these words, be pressed his lips respectfully
upon Angelina’s band, and hurried away. Angelina reached the cottage door,
and then a secret and irresistible iinpulse urged ber to lock back. The moon
was shining brightly, aud she was therefore ‘enabled to see the form of the
young man distinctly. He was standing in the path, with his arms folded, and
his mantle wrapped closely around him, and apparently watching her with the
most intense earnestness. When he beheld her look towards him, he waved
his hand. Angelina, with a blush, bastily entered the cottage, where her father
was anxiously awaiting ber arrival, having been surprised at her long absence
from the cottage, and the lateness of the hour. He immediately observed the
unasual paleness of her countenance, and the extreme agitation of ber manuer,
and he seriously questioned ber as to what had happened to excite her alarm in
such a powerful manner. -

Angelina could not dmimulnte, therefore, much as she dreaded the reprimand
she would receive from her uncle, for not having attended to his injunctions,
she related to him the whole truth,

Mr. Woodfield seemed greatly astonished by the account she gave him, and
paced the room for a short time with considerable agitation, muttering to him-
.self—*¢ This, this, the more confirms my suspicions; the villain ! but I will see
him and demand an explanation ; let him not imagine that—— : but Angelina,
you have acted very wrong, very imprudently in visiting the roins of St.
Mark, after the strict injunctiouns I gave you to the contrarys I told yeu that
danger lurked there, and you have now found that my words were correct. 1
tell you it is not the baron, (whose conduct'is perfectly inexplicable), you have
to fear alone, but there are others who may be even more dangerous. I know
that there are smugglers in the neighbourhood, and I bave good cause to suspect
that they make the abbey ruins their haunt, and the place where they conceal
their contraband goods. T must, therefore, once more request, nay, insist that
you do net visit it, for should any of these lawless men find you larking about,
they would probably think you were a spy upon their actions, and your life
would be sure to be sacrificed for their security.” .

Angelina could mot but see the reasonableness of these ideas, although she
was not of the same opinion as Mr. Woodfield, namely, that, although there
might be smugglers in the neighbourhood, they had made the ruins of Saint
Mark’s Abbey their retreat. She, however, promised him faithfully that she
would adhere to his wishes, and he expressed his satisfaction, and also his de-
termination to demand an explanation of the outrageous conduct of the Baron
de Morton on the following morning.

‘With regard to the awful discovery which his niece bad made in the chamber,
Mr, Woodfield, after baving deliberated for some .time upon it, gave it as his
- opinion that the skeleton had, in all probability, been placéd in the spot where
she had discovered it, purposely by the smugglers, in order to keep up the
report of the abbey being baunted, and to frighten any person away, who might
be bold enough to intrude apon their retreat. In this opinion, however, our
heroine did not coincide, and it was moreover very strongly opposed by Mrs.
Woodfield and Laura, who maintained that it was undoubted proof that there
had been some horrible crime perpetrated in the abbey, and that it was, there-
fore, certain that it must be baunted by the dread phantoms of tbon who had
heen murdered.

’
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CHAPTER X.

ANGELINA passea a troubled might, for she found it uiterly impossible to
erase the events of the day from her mind; and when she dwelt upon the
attack made upon ber by the Baron de Morton, her breast became the abode
of apprehension. But why he should seek her life, she was at a total loss to
conceive 3 for in what manuner was it possible she could bave injured or given
him cause for offence? His alarm, when he at first beheld her, and the words
he bad made use of, next recurred to her memory, and filled her with as-’
tonishiment and perplexity. Often times she could not help thinking that ber -
uncle knew more of the Baron than he pretended be did; and she did not for-
get the mysterious interview which the latter bad sought and obtained, and the
inviolable secrccy which Mr. Wood@eld always maintained as to what had been
the purport of it.

-Completely worn out with barrassing thoughts, she threw herself upon her
couch, and dozed off to sleep, but quickly awoke again in a terrible frights
baving seen in imagunﬁon the murderer’s poinard presented to her breast, and
bebeld the Baron de Morton glaring revengefully upon her. She arose, re-
solved not again to venture to go to sleep, and, taking up a book, endeavoured
to divert her mind from the gloomy thoughts that at present occupied it, by -
readiog 3 but, no, she could not ; they would crowd upon her imagiaation, in
spite of all her efforts; and, putting dowa the volumo, she walked to the win-
dow, and looked out upon the scemery beyond, lighted up with the beams of
Luna, who was riding majesticaily through oceans of fleecy clouds. . All was
still and calm around: a geatle breeze wafted up the odour of many shrubs, and
came refreshing to the senses of our heroine, who seated herself by the window,
and gazed upon all the objects her eyes could scan, with feelings of the warmest
admiration and delight,

Her thoughts became more tranquilized in the contemplation of the beauties
of Nature, and wandered almost unconsciously to the youthful stranger, who

" had that day rescued her from the violence of the- Baron, and whom she had
once before seen from the same apartment from which she was at present
gazing. As she recalled his noble and handsome features to her memory, she
felt a burning blush mantling to her cheeks, and her heart throbbed violently
against her side. But why she felt these emotions she could not account. She
remembered every sentence he had uttered, every expression of his counte-
naace; and she could not deny that he bad created a great interest in her mind.

" But was it not natural, she asked herself, that she should feel grateful to the
preserver of her life ? -

From the casement she could just catch a glimpse of Saint Mark’s Abbey,
as the light of the moon fell strong upou its ancient walls, and the adventures
of the day came vividly upon her memory again. The figure she had followed
through the vaults, the old oak chamber, and the skeleton in the chest, all
rushed again upon her thoughts, and was once more involving her in dread and
perplexity, when she was suddenly aroused by hearing a voice immediately
beneath the cascment murmur in an under tone,—

¢« Hist! maiden, hist I’

No sooner had the alarmed damsel recogmsed in the person who addressed



40 ANGELINA ; OR,

her, the woman of the ruins, than she pushed the wand she always carried with
ber up to the casement, and Angelioa bebeld a plece of paper fastenad to
the end of it, which the more surprised her when she discovered by the light,
that it was addressed to ber.

“ Take the paper, maiden,” sald the womas, % jt is from a friend ; be silent

 —farewell I¥

And our heroinc bad only just time to comply with her request, when she
bounded from the spot, leaped over the low palings that separated the garden
from the ficlds beyond, and was soom out of uight.

Angelina was In such a state of surprise and confusion at the -ingulnnty‘

of this event, that it was some minutes after the woman had made her hasty
exit, ere she con!d compose herself suficiently to examing the letter. It was
written in a male hand, and in beautiful characters; was addressed to “ Ange-
lioa Woedfield.” With a trembling hand she breke the seal, and to her niter
astonishment read the following lines :—

% Will the beauteous Adgelink grant the individual who was so hppy as to
rescue ber from the violence of the Baron de Mertor, an interview aloae, in
the sycamore grove, at four in the afternoon of to-morrow, when he will impart

* somcthing that may be highly important to her happiness and his own? De

not be under any apprehensions, fair lady, at this strange request fiom me,
whom you know mot, and.rest aseered no harm is intended you.”

Angeline was indeed surprised, and read the note a second time, thinking
she had been mistaken. What could he want with her? What could he
bave to impart, when they were total strangers to each other ? and how cowld
be think tbat she could ever act with such impropriety as to comply with his
wishes, aad accept of a seeret assignation with a stranger. The bare thought
was preposterous ; and she was about to fold wp the letter again, when an-
other piecé of paper fell from.it on to the floor, and’ ;iicking it up, she read i in
a different band-writing the following lines : —

“ Maidgn of myst’ry, be warn’d and ﬁee,
This is no place for peace and thee ;
Danger surrounds thee, guilt is nigh,‘
And views thee with designing eye ;—
Then mark the warning, damsel fair,
Maiden of myst’ry, beware ! beware!”

¢ What can be the danger of which I am warned ?” said Angehm to herself,
aftershe had pergsed this singular compaesition, * and who are.they who take
such. an interest in my fate 2 I cannot solve this mystery ; and the more I
attempt to do so, the more inexplicable does it appear to me.”

One thing, however, she was convinced of, pnamely, that the stranger, and
the woman whom she bad seyeral times encountered in the ruins of Saint Mark's
Abbey, were in some way connected together ; and thus she was afforded fresh
food for rumination. ‘But who were they, and what were the motives of their

~conduct? The appearagce of the young man bespoke nobility, while the mystery
of the woman’s behaviour, was suflicient to excits suspicion; and she was,
therefore, the more at a loss to imagine what could have caused any associa-
tion between two beings so decidedly opposite in appearance.

Angelina, however, was not long in ’ gon}ing to the decision that she would
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not by any means comply with the young man’s request, and that she would
muke her uncle acquainted with one part of the circumstanee only in the morp-.
ing, namely, the warning she had received in so strange a manner. Although
she could not account for it, she felt a great repugnance im disclosing the,
wishes of the handsome young stranger, trusting that he would soon perceive .
by her not attending tv his appointment, how highly she disapproved of his
boldness, and that he would not again make the request. '

Buried in reflections such as these, the night passed away almost uncon-
sciously ; and daylight peeping suddenly in at the window, Asgelina left the
chamber, and walked forth into the tastefully arranged garden, to inhale the
fragrance of the opening flowers, until such times as the family had' arisen.
So much did she benefit hy this, that by the time she lieard Laura and the
others stirring in the cottage, notwithstanding she had had no rest all the night,
and her miad had been so harassed, she felt quite refreshed.

When she appeared at the breakfast-table, her uncle, however, easily re-
marked the paleness of her countenance, and inquired if she was ill? Angelina
replied in the negative, but admitted she had been rather alarmed ; and then,
much to the apparent wonder of Mr. Woodfleld, and to the inconceivable terror
of her aunt, she related the particulars of the woman’s visit, and gave him the
lines of warning enly, to peruse.

Mr. Woodfield read them over two or three times, and examlned the band-
writing minutely, to see if he had any knowledge of the characters, and was
afterwards buried in thought for seweral minutes. At length he suddenly arose

No. 6
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from his chair, and stalking once or twice across the room, he muttered to
himself: —
¢ This mystery I am determined to fathom, for should it be ke—" .
¢ He! who?” eagerly demanded his wife, ¢ of whom in the name of wonder
are you speaking
“Ask no questions;”’ returned Mr. Woodfield angrily, carefully folding up
the paper, and placing it in his pocket; ¢ you know 1 hate inquisitiveness,
Dame.”
¢ But surely-a subject of such deep.interest to us all, husband,” replied Mra,
Woodfield, *‘and one which scems to threaten us with danger, must be—""
¢ Psha l——enough of this;*’ interrupted ber husband, *‘ you are always con-
juring up some apprehensions or the other, before there is any occasion;—
get me my hat and stick, Laura, I will away to the Baron De Morton, and
proud and haughty as he is, insist upon an explaction of his conduct yes-
terday.” . .
~ *“Well, you may treat all those things as lightly as you please,” remarked
the dame, “but T think there is plenty of cause for fear, or else it's very
strange indeed ; at one time weare frightened at the appearance of a ghost, who
insists upon your holding a private conversation with her; then the Baron
De Morton, with his forbidding countenance, comes here, and demands a pri-
vate interview with you, and you are both locked in for more. than an hour, -
talking about the deuce knows what. After this, the same nobleman makes
- an attempt upon the life of our niece ; and then she is almost scared out of her .
senses hy the appearance of another ghost or a witch, who warns her of God
knows what approaching calamity ; and yet you say that T am conjuring up
apprehensions before there is any occasion. For my own part, [ only wish
we were far away from this spot, for I have never had a moment’s peace since
we have resided on it, what with ghosts and hobgoblins; haunted ruins; de-
sperate smugglers, skeletons in old chests, and one thing and another.”

‘Before the good old dame had half finished this harrangue, her husband had
left the cottage, and was on his way to De Morten Castle. The morning
passed away without anything worth noticing taking place, Angelina’s thoughts
being occupioJ with thinking of the events of the previous day, and the pro-
bable result of her uncle’s visit to the Baron. Dinner time came, and yet Mr,
‘Woodfield did not return, but this excited very little surprise, as they knew
be had to transact some business a fow miles off, and they thought it was not
at all improbable,. that be had gone there before coming back to the cottage.

In the afternoon Laura and her mother went to old Dame Gertrude, to make
her acquainted with all that had happened, and our heroine was left by her-
self, Mr. Woodfield haviog given her strict injunctions not to quit the cottage
during bis absence, upon any acceunt whatever.

At length tised with reading, she walked into the garden, and entered a amall
summer-house at one end of it, which her father had erected, and which was
her favorite retreat. She was examining some carnations with her back to-
wards the door, when she was startled by feeling her hand pressed by somebody,
and turning round, she bebeld the bandsome stranger, with one kuee bent
gracefully to the earth, and looking up in ber countenance with an expression
of the most intense admiration, ’

-
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CHAPTER XI.

AnGeLINA with the utmost confusion and astonlshment, endeavoured to
withdraw her hand from the stranger’s ardent grasp, and her beauteous coun-
(enance was deeply suffused with blushes; while he retained his hold with
gentle violence, and after a brief pause, he ejacalated in tones of the most
impassioned fondness, and so sweet, that they imparted an irresistible sensa-
tion of delight to her bosom, while she listened to them : —

‘ Beauteous girl, pardon the boldness of one who is a complete stranger to
you, but who feels that he could worship you, even as a being of the other world
Yes, fairest Angelina, from the first moment my eyes beheld you, my heart be-
came devoted to you ; but fearing that my love would not meet with a returh,
1 tried to stifie it in its infancy. Vain effort l-——every day it grew stronger ;
I could not help cherishing the recollection of your lovely features in my
mind ; you were the object of my thoughts both day and night; in the day-
time you followed me as my shadow, and at night fond visions presented you
to my imagination in all the bright effulgence of your beauty. You hecame
indeed a part of my thoughts, a very portion of myself; and, made presump-
tuous by the impetuosity of my love, I detetermined to seek an interview
with you, to divulge my thoughts, and—

¢ 8ir,” interrupted the blushing damsel, whom surprise had hitherto rendered
silent, ¢ unhand mé, I beg; this language, and from a stranger, I must not
listen to. Let me go, sir, and by your forhearance, prove to me that you are
worthy of my forgiveness for the liberty you have taken.”

¢¢ Fair damsel,”” exclaimed the young man, rising and bowing gracefully
to Angelina, ¢ [ feel indeed that'1 deserve your rebuke, but may I not hope,—,
oh, tell me, may I not—

At that instant, Angelina was alarmed by hearipg the sound of approach-
ing footsteps. She looked imploringly at the stranger, he bowed his head in
obedience to her wishes, and he had scarcely time tobound over the palings into
the field, when Laura was seen coming along the path. Just them, the
trembling maiden casting her eyes towards the earth, beheld a small miniature
in a golden frame, lyiog on the spot whereon the stranger had stood, and which
he had doubtless dropped. With trembling haste she picked it up, and had only
just succeeded in concealing it in her bosom, when her cousin approached her.

¢« My dearest cousin, here you are then, moping by yourself as usual ;" said
Laura, * well, I declare, you are the dullest creature I ever knew, and if it
were not that you are at the same time the kindest hearted soul in existence,
1 should absolutely be out of temper with you. But, bless my soul, how pale
you look, my dear ; why, what in the name of wonder is the matter with you

“ Nothing, nothing,” faultered our heroine, with evident conﬁnion, “f—
1—it is rather sultry, and I felt faint, that's all.”

¢ Sultry,” returned Laura, “ why, dear me, I feel quite chilly, and I'm
sure the.air is very cold. You certainly are a mysterious girl, Angelina,
and any one would suppose you were in love.”

Angelina blushed deeply, but made no answer.

 Nay,my dear cousin,” said Laura, “ you need not blush, love is not such
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a very uncommon thing among young girls of our age, and I do not know but
it is very natural after all, and that’s exactly what Edwin Rushfield bas told
me at least a dozen times, Now let me know, Angelina, whether I have
guessed right, and if I bave, Ithink it is very unkind of you not to make me
acquainted with the fortunate swain ; I would not be so secret with you. But
now I remember, when I left the cottage this worning, I did see a fine, tall,
handsome young man, with black eyes, and black silken hair, enveloped in
a ecloak, waiting in the meadows yonder, and, as 1 thought, looking very ear-
nestly towards the cottage ; but as he could not have been—"

“ Ab!” interrupted Angelina, thrown quite off her guard by what the lo-
qugcious Laura bad said, “bave you then seen him

** Ob, oh, so the cat is out of the bag then, and [ think I have managed
this very cleverly,” said the provoking girl, laughing heartily, ¢ if that is
him, I bave seen him, certainly, and I must say that I admire your choice, at
least,so far as looks go, but there is no judging a person by their appear-
ance.

“ Laura,” said Angelina, seriously, baying regained her composure, * you
mistake me, and I canset suffer yon to entertain any such erroneous suspi-
cions; I certainly do not feel very highly flattered by the opinion you seem
to eatertain of me, to think that I should ever eo far forget the modesty and
propriety of our sex, as to make secret assignations with & man, and encourage
his addresses, without the knowledge of your father.”

Laura was abashed, and as she knew not what answer to make to this re-
proof, she endeavoured to conceal her confusion by singing a verse of a song,
as she tripped into the cottages

Angelina did not immediately follow her cousin, but paused to reflect upon
what bad occurred, and more particolarly to examine the miniature. With a
strange indefinite feeling, she took it from her bosom, and gazed intently upon
it ; it was an excelleat likeness of the stranger himself and every lineament,
every feature, every expression, was traced with such admirable skill by
the artist, that it almost seemed animated with life. In vain, did the damsel
try to remove her eyes from this miniature, and as she continued to look, her
admiration increased. 8o completely absorbed was she in the contemplation of
the likeness, that she noticed not the elapse of time, and it is uncertain how
much longer she might bave remaiaed so occupied, had she. not been suddenly
aroused by a jocund laugh, and turping round bastily as she once more con-
signed the miniatare to her bosom ; she was vexed and bewildered to behold
Laura, smiliag at her elbow.

¢ Ah, my fair cousin,” said the merry girl, “ I thought I should ﬁnd you
out at last. Ob, you sly girl, to be desperately in love, and carry the like-
vesses of young men in ycur bosem, and never to say a word tp me about it;
well, I declare, if I bave #gt a gond mind to make you jealous, and set my
cap at him myself, for I am certain it is the youeg man I saw this morning:
1 knew the likeness directiy.”

‘‘ Laura,” said Angelina angrily, her.heart having throbbed with emotion
all the time that she was thus speaking; * I must beg of you to choose some
otber subject to jest upon, I am not disposed to listen to such absurdities.””

. 8o saying, Angelina walked into the cottage, and Laura, who did not feel
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inclined “ to get the mulligrubs,” as she expressed herself, by sitting wity
her gloemy cousin, walked forth, thinking to meet her mother as she came from
old Dame Gertrude’s. )

Shortly after this, Mr. Woodfield retarned home, and he seemed more vexed
and disturbed than when he had departed in the merniag. To the snxious in-
quiries which his niece ventured to put to him, he replied, that the Baron bhad
quitted the castle, and that he bad not been able to ascertain where he was
gone, or when it was probable he wosld return; and that was the only infor-
mation she could elicit from him.

Angelina was surprised, but pleased, to learn that the Baron had left the
neighbourhood, and she hoped it would be a long while ere be would again re-
turn to it ; she then talked to her father upon indifferent subjects, and endea-
voured to restrpin the agitation she was threwn into as much as possible, by
the adventare of the afternoon. In this she succeeded much better than might
bave been expected, and bher uwncle either did mot, or would not, take any .
notice of her emotion. On retiring to hee chamber, she found much to occupy
ber thoughts, and taking out the miviature, she again became cempletely
absorbed in the contemplation of the handsome and benevolent features.
Yes, there was the same intellectasal countenance, the same graceful contour
of features: the high, pale forehead, the raven hair, and piercing bright eyes
that bad so forcibly struck our heroine the very first moment she had beheld
the stranger. She could not remove ber eyes from it, her frame trembled with
agitation, and thoughts she had never before known, darted upon her imagina-
tion.

¢ Surely,” she ejaculated to herself,  the being possessed of suck a face as
this, must be all that is good, noble, and generous. Oh, yes ! 1 casnot think
he is otherwise! Bat what am I saying? Why shonld X encourage a thought
of ome, who, to me, is a perfect stranger? Of what consequence is it to me,
that—Bat did he not save my life? Yes, and gratitude demands that, as my
preserver, I should always think of him with kindness and esteem !”

What was to be done with the minlature? Of course, she could not think of
keeping it; but then how was it to be retarned ? She could not belp thinking
that he had dropped it purposely, and if she did not take the earliest oppor-
tunity to give it him again, he might probably construe it into an encourage-
ment of his passion; but then she was at a loss to conceive in what manner
she could get it conveyed to him. Was she not acting wrong, she asked her-
self, in not making her uncle acquainted with all that had taken place, so that
be might seek an explanation of the young man, and put a stop to his im-
portunities, if they became too pressing P She felt she was, but yet she could
not make up her mind to broach the subject to him. She at length came to
the determination that she would herself, the next day, walk in the direction
the stranger had before come, and if she met him, to return the miniature; but
she did not come to this resolution without feeling a certain regret, for which
she could not account.

The following afternoon, Angelina went from the cottage, and took the
road before mentioned, but she walked on without meeting the person of whom
she was in search. With a mixture of disappointment and pleasure, she con-
tinued her walk, and was so wrapped in meditation that it was net until she
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found herself near the chain of rocks, upon the summit of one of which Saint
Mark’s Abbey stood, that she looked up and found that the shades of evening
had guthered around.

1t was a beautifal moonlight evening, and Angelina could not resist a wish
she felt to get to the top of one of the rocks and view the ocean as it danced
in the silvery light of heaven. While she was thus occupied, she suddenly be-
held a dark object at a distance on the waves, and presently the moon ghed-
ding forth abroad flood of light, she clearly distinguished a small vessel coming
swiftly in the direction of the very rocks she was standing upon. Buta fow
seconds more, and her anchor was cast, bdats thrown over ber side, several
men jumped into them, after depositing numerous heavy casks and then they
pulled towards the rocks with all their might. ~ Although Angelina felt con-
vinced they were smugglers, she had such a strange curiosity pervade her
mind, that she was completely rivetted to the spot. She concealed berself as
well as possible, but yet she was enabled to observe all that past below.

The boats soon got beneath the rocks, and the next minute there was a low
whistle, and several stardy fellows who seemed to spring out of the earth, made
their appearance, and flew to assist the other men in the boat to land - the casks
and deposit them in a large hollow immediately under the rock upon which
Angelina stood.

¢ Quick, my lads, or we shall have the land sharks down ppon us.”

The voice was familiar to her ears ; she looked eagerly towards the speakcr H
be was enveloped in a large mantle, and turning his face towards the fail light -
of the moon to give these orders to the men, she was enabled to see his fea-
tures distinctly ; but what was her astonishment, when in him she recognized
the mysterious stranger who had for so many hours occupied her thoughts !

The fellows seemed anxious to obey him, and the boats were therefore soon
emptied of their coatents, the men, with the stranger, entered them again, and
rowing off, they soon reached the veastel which weighed anchor directly, and
quickly became a speck in the distance.

Wonder-struck and pained at what she had seen, and the discovery she had
made, Angelina hurried down the rock, and was proceeding into the path which
led towards her home, when suddenly two men rushed upon her, and seizing
her violently by the arms, held their daggers to her breast, and threatened to
plunge them into her heart if she ventured to utter the least outcry.

~

CHAPTER XII

 RELEASE me, villains,” exclaimed Angelina, in spite of the threats they-
had given utterance to, ** what is your purpose with me? Ifit is robbery,
you will be disappointed in your object, for I—"

¢ We have no time to waste in words with you,” mterrnpted one of the
‘ruffians, “and once more I caution you, as you value your life, to be silent ;
resistance ‘will be useless! You must go with us.”

% Liar]” shouted a loud voice, the next moment the repont of a pistel was
heard, and the man who had spoken uttered a yell of agony, and releumg his
hold of our heroine, sunk bleeding to thc carth
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The other ruffian started round in consternation, and Angelina glanced
eagerly towards the spot whence the voice seemed to proceed, and beheld
standing in a threatening attitude, the mysterious woman of Saint Mark’s
Abbey, from whom she had received so many warnings. She approached the
place where they stood, and confropting the villain, who still grasped the arm of
our heroine, exclaimed :

- ¢ Away, wretch, or the same hand which has laid low your companion shall
also deal you your death blow !’

¢ Foul hag! who art thou #*’ cried the man, who, perceiving that she had

no other pistol than the one the contents of which she had just discharged, be-
came emboldened, and looked fiercely upon her.

¢ One who will protect that trembling maiden with her life ;" answered the
woman ; ““ release her, I say, or take the consequences.”

‘- Take thou the consequences of thy daring ;”’ said the man, as he let go
the arm of Angelina and rushed upon the strange being, who had so often
excited the wonder of our hervine. A fierce struggle ensued, the woman
attempting to wrench the dagger trom the ruflian’s hand.

¢ Fly, fly, for your life}” cried the woman, speaking to Angelina, who had
been petrified to the spot with the astonishment created by this singular and
unexpected circumstance. This aroused her to action, and bounding over the
blood-stained corpse of the other man, she fled with the rapidity of a startled
hare, in the direction of the high road which led to the village. She had not
however, proceeded far, when she was alarmed by a shrill whistle, which was
irmmediately answered from the direction from whence she had fled,and directly
after two more fellows leaped over a gate from a neighbouring field, and she
found herself once more so fiercely held, that to attempt to fly, she was con-
fident would be completely futile.

¢ Oh, oh, my daiaty Miss,”” said one of the fellows, who were well aru.ed,
“ g0 you have attempted to fly, have you? well, well, you will be safely
caged anon, so there will be no necessity to clip your wings. Ah, Martin,
how is this "

‘This was asked of the man from whom An‘elum had fled, and who at that
moment came running up in a state of grelt trepidation,

¢ How is it!"” cried the other, * why she had nearly slipped through my
fingers, and 1 have a good mind that 1 would stop her running for ever. We
were interrupted by some hell cat, and poor Dare-devil Will now lies a corpse
at the foot of the Suicide’s Rock !”

« Confusion !” exclaimed the other two fellows, in a savage tone, * Dare.
devil Will murdered "’

s Oh, for the love of heaven release me !" implored Angelina, almost fainting
with terror, as the ruffians fixed their savage glances upon her, and seemed
balf inclined to plange their murderous weapons into her bosom ; ** what can
be your object in thus seizing a poor defeaceless girl, who—"

* Stop her d—n—d clack;” shouted the third wretch, who looked more fero-
cious even than the other two ; * gug her! gag her!”

1lis advice was immediately followed, and our heroine, completely overcome
by her terrors, became inseasible.

When she recovered herself, she was astonished to find that she was in the_
cabin of a vessel, and. she could plainly hear the waves as they dushed wiia

‘
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a hollow sound against its sides. A lamp was burning on the table;‘ and
standing by her side, and who had doubtless been applying proper remedics &
restore her, was a middle-aged woman, whose countemance was far from being
an unpreposeessing one. .

Angtlin started from the pince on which she had been reclined, and starin,
wildly around her, she exclaimed .—

¢ Merciful God !—where am I? and why am I biought hither? Oh! tell

me, I-beseech you, for what purpose am I thus clandestinely torn from my
friends and my home .
. % Be silent, young lady!” said the woman, in an under toue, and with 2
look expressive of compassion, which emboldened our heroine. ¢ You are on
board a ship, bot any outcry on your part would be useless, and might be
attended by the most dreadful consequences, for you are surrounded l?y
wretches who would not hesitate a moment to steep their bands in your blood,
should you arouse their anger.”

- ¢ But what is their purpose with me ?” demanded the distracted damsel.
“Oh! why am I, who know no one that I have offended, or ever injured by
word or deed, exposed to this painful trial ?”

The woman shook her head, and answered in a whisper—

*“ Indeed I know not, or I—but I dare not answer your quostions; should
we be overheard, both our lives would be the forfeit.’’

‘“ Bat who is my persecutor ? Surely these men do not act upon their own
responsibility "> observed our heroine, wringing her hands with the intensity
of her anguish, and looking into the countenance of the woman with the most
earnest supplication. - .

¢* I dare not—must not answer your enquiries,” said the latter, *but pray
endeavour to appease. your anxiety, and rest assured that no harm will
come to you. All that I can do for your comfort I will. Come, come, be com-
posed;—you need refreshment 3 take a glass of wine.”

* Oh, no, no,” exclaimed Angelina, * 1 cannot, cannot. Merciful God |
for what am I reserved ? Alas! my dearest friends, what is now your misery—
your anguish ?” .

Her feelings now choaked her further utterance, and in a paroxysm of grief
she covered her face with her hands, and sobbed convulsively.

The woman seemed much moved by her sufferings, and endeavoured several
times to soothe her, with words that shewed she was not that depraved being
which her apparent association with the wretches who held her (Angelina) in
their power, might have led any person to suppose. B

¢ I must leave you for the present,” said the woman, as she-kindly took the
hand of our heroine, and pressed it in token of her commiseration 3 “butdo
not give way to despair— no harm can come to you here ; and*’—she added
in a low tone—*¢ there is no knowing what may occur to release you altogether,
and restore you to those friends from whom you have been so cruelly and
unjustly torn )

*¢-As you hope for mércy,” implored Angelina, grasping both the hands of the
woman in her’s, and fixing her tearful eyes with ardent entreaty upon her
countenance ; ‘¢ your beart does not seem callous to humanity and pity; ohy
tell me then, who has caused this outrage, and whither are they taking me ”*

,



THE MYSTERY OF ST. MARK’S ABBEV. 49

¢ Would that [ could comply with your request,” satd the female, * butm=s?

¢ What, ho! Bridget i”.exclaimed a gruff voice from above, at the same time
a loud knocking was heard on the deck.

% It is my husband calls me,” said the woman, * I must leavé you for a
short time ; but depend upon it, all that I have the power to do towards
ameliorating your grief I will 3 your questions I dare not answer I’ At this
moment the voice of the man was again heard calling upon the name of his wife,
in tones of greater impatience than before, and after courtseying to Ange-
lina and trying te re-assure ber with another look ‘of pity; she hastily quitted
the cabin, and the door was fastened securely after her.

To what a state of misery and despair was Augelina now reduced ; language
could not do adequate justice to her feelings. She wrung her hands and wept
bitterly, then she paced the cabin, and called aloud for help, but the hollow
sound of the waves as they dashed against the sides of the vessel, or the rude
laughter of the mep upon deck, alone answered her. What motives could
bave induced any one to the perpettation of such an offerce? In whose
power could she be, and what was their intentions towards her, and whither
were they conveying her? These questions suggested themselves to her mind
immediately, but her imagination cquld not supply even the remotest idea in
answer to them. One thing, however, amidst all this cause for sorrow, gave
her some relief, and that was that the woman who had just left her seemed to
possess something like feeling; but then, should she not be permitted to
remain with her? Angelina clasped her hands to her aching temples; and

No. 7 .
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rocked her bady to and fro in a state of the most violeat agitation. At length
she threw herself upon Ler knees and offercd up a prayer to the -Almighty,
after which she arese more composed, and was enabled —with some degree of
calmness—to refiect upon her situation, and the probable cause of ber heing
taken away from her home ; but she could arrive at no satisfactory conclusion,
and she therefere gave it up in dospair.

Two hours elapscd, and Bridget did net return to the cabin. The metion of
the vessel, which was evidently scudding rapidly before the wind, made Au-
gelioa feel very ill, and her head ached violently.

The men upon deck were apparently enjoying themgelves, for their loud
sbouts of glee, and their coarse roars ef boisterous mirth, frequently vibrated
on our heroine’s ears. How she shuddered to think she was fn the power of
such wreiches.

At length, Bridget re-entered the cabin, bnngmg with ber a slight repast
which she placed before Angelina, and endeavoured to persuade her to parmke
of it, whieh the latter at length complied with, more from a wish to enclliate
the woman’s favour, than from any appetite that she possessed.

In answer to some jnquiries which Angelina made, Bridget said that she

belioved they were near the end of their voyage, when they were going ashore, -

but to what place, or in what part of the country, she declined to answer. In
about another hour there was a load shouting from the men on deck, and it was
soon evident to our heroine that the ship had arrived at #h2 place of har desti-
pation. A few minutesaftorwards, two of the rufians who had borne her away,
knocked at the cabin door, which being epened by Bridget, they entered,
one of them bearing a large mantle over his arm, and the other one carrying
a dark lantern. i

“ Now, young lady,” observed the first onme, * you must prepare to go
ashore. However, as you gave us such a specimen of your screaming abilities
before, we do not mean to run the risk this time; we will ﬂletcfore hke the
liberty of gagging you again.”

Angelina kuew it would be of no use appealing to sach heartless scouundrels
as these, she therefore submitted in silenco, and after they had placed the gag
in her mouth, they covered her head with: the mantle, and each laying hold of
her arms, they burried her away, followed by Bridget. She soon felt that she
had left the ship, and was walking upos terra firma, and shortly afterwards she
was assisted into what appeared to be 2 carriage, and the two men each took a
seat bedide her, and Bridget placed her herself opposite.

The mantle was now removed from the head of Angelina, but the blinds
being up, she was unable to see the country they were travelling through. At
last, after proceediag for about an hour at a rapid rate, the vehicle stopped,
and when our heroine was assisted out, she beheld berself in the court yard of
a gloomy looking castle, whose black and flinty walls seemed to frown dospair

upon her,
»
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CHAPTER XIIL,

We mast now leave Angelina for the present, and return to the cottage of
Mr. Woodfield, where the utmost consternation prevailed, at her mysterious
absence; and when hour after hour had elapsed, and evening closed in, aad
still she returned not, the alarm of her relatives became almost insupportable.
Laura could not give any account of her, as she was herself away from home
at the time Angelina left the cottage. Ina state bordering upon distraction,
Mr. Woodﬂeld prosecuted bis enqnlrleo among the peighbours, but with no -
better success, they could none of them afford him the least information upon
the subject; but Angelina was so universally esteomed, tbat her disappearance
created a great excitement in the village, and several persons voluateered theic
services in asaisting Mr. Woodfield in his search after ber, and immediately
went in different dirsctions.

Xt was now quite dark, and two or threo bours beyond the latest time that
our heroine had ever boen known to be from home, and still she returned not.

Mrs. Woodfield wrung her hands and cried, in which she was accompanied
by Laura, who declared it to be her firm opinion that Aogeliea bad been once
more intruding berself upon the haunts of the evil spirits in 8¢, Mark’s Abbey,
and that they had borne her away to regions unksown, as a punisbment for
ber presumption. En the meantime, Mr. Woodfield bent bis way towards the
rufas, thinking that she might, in spite of bhis strict injunctions to the contrary,
have been tempted once more to visit her favourite baunt, aad that very likely
some accident bad bappened to her from some of the falling ruins, or (and
be trembled with apprehension at ihe bare idea) she might have been seen by
some of the smuggler's, whom he imagined infested this place, wha had either
removed her to some place of security, where she could not betray, or have
quieted their doubts at once by her death! At all bazards, Mr. Woodfield de-
termined to search every part of the ruins, until he was satisfied one way or the
other, and nerved with fresh courage, when the probability of the truth of his
conjectures more forcibly struck his mind, he redonbled his speed, and the black
and ivy covered walls of the old ahbey, soon rose like the duk shadow of a
mountain on his view.

Mr. Woodfield regretted that he had not brought with bima two or three of thy
young men who had volunteered their services in the search, for should he be
surprised by any of the ruffians whom he suspected inhabited the Abbey, what
could he do to repel them, especially, when he was gquite unarmed, having
nothing with him but a stout stick. However, he resolved to be cautious,
and, in all probability, by that means, he might be enabled to avoid the danger
he apprehended ; besides, he was not podtlvo that the abbey was the retreag
of smugglers, he only judging by the rumours that were afloat, and imagining
it to be very likely, from the great facility it afforded for such purpeses, boing
%0 near the sea, and having been for 80 many years shuaned by the inbabitants
of the surrounding towns and villages with terror. But then ong powerfni cir-
cumstance was in favour of the idea, that the rumour was esroneous, which
was, Angelina being there so many times, and even searched nearly entirely
over the ruins without encountering any danger of the sort.

1t was very dark, but fortunately Mr. Woodfield bad brought with him a lan-



58 ANGELINA; OR,

tern, it baving been his intentio nwhen he left the cottage to bave explored the
adjacent wood. He ascended the rocky eminemce on which the gothic Abbey
stood, and finding nothing to obstruct him, he entered its dreary and desolated
hall. The owl screeched dismally, as though disputing the right of any person
to intrade upon a place of which he had long been the undisturbed oceupant.
The pavement was covered with the broken fragments of the crumbling ruins,
and Mr, Woodfield was obliged to proceed with caution, for fear he should hart
himself ; suddenly, however, he was startled by hearing a noise as of some per-
son approaching, and, directly afterwards, an authoritative voice exclaimed :—

“ Who comes this way, and for what purpose do you wander in these dreary
ruins at this hour of the night 3

Before Mr. Woodfield replied, he held the lantern .bove his head, and it
light fell upon the tall figure of the mysterious woman of the rains.

“ Ah!¥ gjaculated she, when she recognised him, *‘ Mr. Woodfield 2=1I
know why you come, but it is too late I am afraid; even now the unfortunate
damsel of whom you come in search, is being borne away by wrelches whaq
wauld not shrink from perpetrating any crime however monstrous. I sought
to save bor, but my arm failed in its purpose, although it was well directed.”

*“Good God ! can this be true ' cried Mr, Woodfield in a tone which fully
oxpreassed his consternation.

¢ Think you I would tell you false " demanded the woman, in/a tome of
digoity ;  follow me, for there is not a moment to be lost.”

< And who are you, mysterious woman,” said Mr. Woodfield, * who appear
to take %o deep an interest in the fate of a girl who is an entire stzanger ta
you P : :
© ¢ A stranger o we," repeated the woman with an ironical smile, ¢ oh little
do you know how well I'am acquainted with Angelina, But it is not g time to
talk on such a onbjoct come, come, this way."’

Trembling with anxiety at the probable fate of his niece, and a thousand
times blaming bher for having acted in disobedience to the warnings he had so
frequently given her, Mr. Woodfield followed the woman, who bounded over
the fragments of stones with which the Hall was strewn, with an agility that
astonished him, and descending the rock at the back, pansed at the base.

“ Open the lantern,” she cried. :

Mr, Woodfield obeyed, and a flood of light streaming upon the earth, the
corpse of the rufian, Dare Devil WFill, met his gaze,

-¢¢ What meana this ?** he demanded, with astonishment § ¢ who has dpne this 2"

-4 I® replied the woman, % and could but my arm have nccom‘)liahed its
purpose, Angelina would have been rescued from their power.”

¢ Mereiful powers!"’ ejaculated Mr. Woodfield, * what is to be done 3—
Tell me, I beg, lnve you any suspicion by whom these wretches were em-
loyed ™
= ] have ;” was the answer, * nay, so positive am I, that I could almost ven?
ture to take an cath that my surmises are correct,” :

- > % Whom then do you suspect ?® impatieptly asked Mr. Woodfield.

¢ The Baron de Morton.”

‘ Impomible ! the baron is away fmm his castle; besides, what motive
¢ould induce him to such an outrage "

t Have you not before bad a specimen of what he- is capable of doing " oh-
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served the woman; “I knew well his motives, and what should prempt hie
to the deed; but we waste that time to useless words and mj«m.nh
shoald-be devoted in an effort to rescae the unfortunate mmiden. - This follow
may contaih somothing about his person which might afford us a clwe, Ab!®
she continued, as she drew her hand from one of ‘the coat packets of the rufe
fian, “here is a paper. The hand writing is familiar to me. * Let me peruse
Ao .

4 Yeu will coavey the girl to the Groy Tower; where L will be anean;
~—use no more viclence than necessary, uniess she is obstisate; and thea soones
than run the bazard of 4 discovery coasigi her to the deep.”” .

¢ She is lost] She is lost!” exclaimed Mr. Woodfield, in a despairiag tane,
whea be bad heard this note read. : c.

¢ She shall be saved if there is any possl " said the mysterieus wosan }
« there Is no name to this note, but yet am I certain that my surmises are right,
and that it is the villain De Morton who is at the head of all this; but his
dxark schomes siall yot be frustrated, and e ’

8he paused, and seemed wrapped in deep cogitation for a second or twe,
during which time the intense anxiety of Mr. Woodfield may be very readily

¢ I¢ is pnfortunate that s is not here,’* she murmured to berself.
- # Of whom do you speak 1! demanded Mr. Woodfield, bastily.
¢ No matter, no matter,” replied the woman, * Oan you be secret, when by
- g0 doing you may have the only opportunity afforded you of saving Angelina
from the danger which now threatens her ?

#-Oh, can yau doubt me "' ejaculated Mr. Woodfield, eagerly. .

“ Wil you swear, that if 1 exert myself to save this damsel, and restore her
10 your arms, that you will not disclose to any other person, without my pers
ission, what I may have occasion to reveal to you ”

« I will; 1 do swear!” answer Mr. Woodfield, impatiently.

t Enough! Nothing can be done till to-morrow evening.”

© To-morrow eyening,” cried Mr. Woodfield, * so long ; alas! it will be too
Jate then,—all hope will be at an end before that time.”

“ Nay, be not impatient,” said the woman; ¢ the only person that can
yender you any sssistance will not be here till that time, and any attempt on
your part without his aid would be entirely futile. Attend me ”m

Mr. Woodfield followed her with a beavy heart, and after winding among the
recks for a few minutes, she stopped before one at the base of which was a
Jarge stone. She beckoned Mr. Woodfield to assist her, and after considerable
exertion they succeeded in rolling the stone away. A large opening in the
rock then presented itself to the astonished eyes of Mr. Woodfield, and holding
up the lantern, be perceived a fMght of steps hewn out of the rock, which
scemed to descend into a cavern below. The woman took the light from s
‘hangd, and beckoned him to follow her. She then began to descend the steps,
and Mr. Woodfield, wondering how this adventure would terminate, followed
the example she had set him. )

They soon entered a spacious and lofty cavern, vound which were piled an
jmmense number of casks, chests, and apparently bales of goods, while arms
and ammunition were there in abundance.

¢ Where am 12" demanded Mr. Woodfield, ® and for what purpose have
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you breught me hithet ? This place in evideatly the secret reisoat-of seme
lawloss gang

“Ht is the socret depesitory,” imterrupied the wemas, “*of as brave an@é
Worthy & set of foliows as ever run. the havard af their lives, o aveid paying an
wajast snd tyranmical impost.”® .

“ Smugglerd® .

* Ays, 50 are they called ;™ mendthwonn; “but lt-lmulot,thy
are your friends, and so yeu will fiad, if you do net act wntairly by them § but
you have sworn to be secret.”

“ I have,” answered Mr. Wosdfield,  and § will 3ot broak my onth. What
would yéu baveé me do }*

‘‘Meet me here to-morrow eveaing before suteet,” amswered the womwsu,
“.ﬂmmw go tome distance, for b&-yfwn“fam
yond the sea.™

“ Bwt is there o hope before ™

¢ None ;—who cqn rendes you any assisianee 3 Gome, the ml—uﬂl yoa
weet me

“lm" N

¢« Enough, yonder is your path, return home, and remembor your outh,”

As the womaa thus spoke, having ascended from the smugglers’ cgvern, she
pointed out the path among the rocks, which Mt. WesdGeld mast m, and
steod watching him wntil he was out of sights

CHAPTER XIV.

M=z. WoopriELn passed a restless night, fog his mind was tormented with the.
‘thoughts of the dangerous situatien of his niece, and the probability of his fail-
ing to rescue her from i, Yet did he place great confidence in the promises of:
the woman of the ruins, who so mysteriously secemed to take a deep interest in,
the fate of Angelina, The determined persecution of the Baron De Morton,
filled him with surprise and indignatien ; but there were certain circumstances,
connected with the private interview he had had with that nobleman, whick,
excited strange saspicions in his mind, and which at a future period of this nar<
rutive will be unravelled. o
. Te the earnest eaguiries of Mrs. Woedfield and Laura (the latter of whom
was most ardently attacbed to her fair cousin), he only returned evasive an-
swers, utdil towards eveningy when he informed them that he bad gained a clue
4o Angelina’s retreat, and was abeut to depart to liberate her from the powes
of those whe unlawfully detained her, and that if he was gope some time they
must not be alarmed, for be weuld return as soon as possible, and they mighg
rest assured that he would not be in any danger.
. He found it no easy task. to quiet the fears of his wife and daughter, which
the mystery he maintained as to the place of his destination, and what was the
clue he bad obtained, served to increase ; he felt, however, that he had acted
prudently in keeping it a sccret, for had he bave made them acquainted

’
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with what Bad occurred to him at the ruins, he wonld mot only be dreaking
the promise he bad made to the women, but should. very likely be the cause
of frustrating all the plaus she had deviwed to save Aagelina,

No sooner had the first grey shadows of evening falien wpon the earth, than
Mr, Weodfield, haviag firet taken the precaution to bave a Mrace of loaded
pistols with him, in case he should happen to fall into any dasger, bade his
wife and daughter:an afectionate adipu, aad quitsed the cottage. He teok
A cirenfitons way to the Abbey ruims, ip arder timt they might ot have any
iden of the right direction in which e was going, and- heving croseed a corner
of the woad scen came in sight of the vemerable fabric.:

- The eveniag was very mild, and the son wes barely rippled by a light and
refreshing breese. Tbenomnemdlomtulnlyonthob«omqfﬁoh,.
and the screech of the owl from the rujnp, =md-the melanchely walling ef the
sea-mow, ware the only sonnds that distarbad the siillness whieh reigwed
around.

- It-wanted yot full half an hour to the time he bad sppointed fo0 meot the
womas, but he walked roudd the M’owbp‘om place where he win
to await her arrival. Tbhe corpse of the rafien ams goe, evd had probably
besn censigned fo the deep, but the warks of bleod wope sill wisthle. Fiaw
ing stood to gaze upon this and ether things ancund bim for » few momonts,
M7, Woedfield paseed on amid the chnin of mecks, untih he meached the pliice
of appointment. He bad no diffcsity in. Sudlig it but them wae »e person
present, gad the stone was covered ovar the antmage 40 the camern exaotly
in the same manner as it had been left the night before. Hp tried o re.
move it, but found that it whe more than s atreagth cruld accemplish; so
in order 0 pass the time away unfl the woman sheuld ‘asrive, he walked
back, and ascending the rock, entered the abbey.

The rays of the moon beamed fulli is at the seyaml apertures which time
had made in the roof and wall, so that Mr. Woodfield was engbled 0 digr
tingulsh the suriounding abjecty a8 cloarly as if B Myl been nooeday. He
walked through the claisters, and was abpwt to sscend & Sight of stept at the
extremity, whea his progress was onddenlg afrested by. hﬂh‘ ‘the aound of
mausdc. -

He Hstened attentively ; he was-convinced that he was not milh.ku,lt was
a guitar, and was touched by a mastesly hand. A short symphony was played,
and then a' female voice of the most bewitching melody, singing an air of
plaintive sweetness, vibrated in his ears. Astonishad and defighted, Mr. Woed-
‘field scarcely ventured to breathe, far fear he sboulll loas a nete sang.hy the
accomplished vocalist, and se emtranced did he become by the strangeness of
the ‘event, and the melancholy stillness of the secene arownd him, that he was
very pear yielding to the vulgar superstition of the peasants in the neighbour-
hood, aend thinking the ruins were inbabited by spirits. Suddenly, bowever,
the voice ceased, and immediately afterwards Mr, Woedfield heard a door open
from above, and the next moment the mysterious woman of the rulas stood
before him.

- % Why do you loiter here ?” she demanded in-a barsh and perenptory tone,
« is this the place where we appointed te meet "

“ Tt is not,’ answered Mr. Woodfield, *but having arrived too soon, I

merely strolled into the ruins to pass away the time.”
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- $¢ And heard you anything ?” inquired the woman eagerly. !

Mr. Woedficld replied in the afirmative, and related what Ke fad beud, et
pressing at the same time’ his belief that the abbsy was inhabited by some ‘pour
uwnfortunate, whom she was acquainted with.

The woman lsterruptedliim bastily, and premidg Ilor hand upon his lm;die
lookied varnestly n his face aid gaid :— -

“ Wilatovér msy be your surmises, wihether jast ot not,’ l"chrge ydo,uyot
value your swa life; aod thit of one who is the victim of eppression snd
crueity; of one who miay be nearer to those’ you love, than you ‘casi: possibly
form any idea of: 1.charge you, I Tépeat, never to mentien wist you kave
heard’ liére, neithor to seck to penetrate & mystery which cn-ot at preseat’ ln
anravelled.”:

» *Wou may rely apon no,” siid Mr.: Weodtield,  bat ye!—" : s

* Evough, "hmmdthem,“wommmny mory u-elcm
follow me !”

- M, Woodheld bowed his bead in sebntinion, and she led the way from !be

abbey. Wimn they bad rgached that part of the eminence which colmanded .

the: mest extenslve view of the sea, she paused, and ldaning against- the -leng
waid which she always catried with her, seemed mhmb npput
auce:of someting with the gredtest imipatience. '

The meoh sione # cléarly; that the eye could discern the schalidst oljects
at a grent distance, but Woodfield could bebold nothing but the calm' dnrafiied
ocean beneath) and the pdedlmmmmm.‘hﬁe b‘ri;htﬂuey
clouds dbove, - -

- The tn—nndued disappointed; and muttered some words to hunlf, whick
were quite Jnaudible to Mr. WeodSeld the followh‘, however, whicl wess
spoken in a leuder tone, he beard :—~
. %*Pis yet toc sopn 5 and this bright nonnisall agalest da—r—tbey'ill
not bo beré yet” . .

. .Mr.. Woodfield imsgined de was .pun.; of the shugglers, -sad evory
membat'y delay cianiéed him the most poigaant angaish, for might be nét be too
latd. to save Angelina, if even the woman was able to procure him the assist-
ance she had promised? The woman scemed to read what was passing in
his mind, but she made no observation, and procecded to descend the roek,
fellowed by Mr Woodfield. The woman motioned him to assist her, and by
thelr joint exertions, they removed the stone from the entrance, and descended
into the cavern. ' She went into a kind of retess, and presently .returned with
a lamp, which she lighted, snd then beckoning Mr. Woedfield. to a seat, res
sscended from the cavern, and left him to himself.

. Above an hour passed in this manner, and the patience of Mr, Woodfield was
almost exbausted, when he heard the woman exclaim in a tone of satisfaction:—
““Ah! they ‘come {¥—Immediately afterwards he heard a sownd like that of
onrs in the watez, at a distance. The sounds grew louder, and the boats evi-
dcntly approached rapidly towards the cavern. Mr. Woodfield bad not the
slightest doubt but that these were the smugglers running their cargo, and he

was all anxiety and doubt to know what would be the result of this adventure; .

He had not much time to think, for in a few minutes be beard a noise u of
& number .of men jumping ashore, and then a gruff voice exclaimed,
“ Halloo ! who the devil are you, a friepd or foe }
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¢ Why if you had not either lost yodr sight or your senbes, Ned Stukely;
YOou would know me,” ahswered the woman:

“ OM; it is Kate df the Ruins,” said the first speaker ; * Well, U did not know
you at first, for you stand tliere just foi all the world as if you was some evil
spirit. Now lads, to work; we bave not a minute to lose. Ah! who re:
moved the stone from the entrance of the cavera 2’

“ 1,” answered Kate.

% By yourself #”’ inquireéd the man.

¢ With the aid of another,’” returned the woman:' .

4 Ah! why you have not—""

" ¢ Never mind what I have done,” interriipted Kate, ¢ neither you or your
companions will suffer anything by it. Your captain is on board, I suppose >’

& He is.”

' 4-Wheil you return to the ship, tell him I would speak with him on particular
business.” _

The man gave some sort of a sullen answer, and directly afterwards he
appeated with two or three other men at the top of the rock hewn steps,
bearing upon their shoulders, each, a heavy cask. As Ned Stukely prepared
to descend, the light from the lamp reflected full upon the person of Mr.
Woodfield, and the former starting back a few paces in astonishment, ejaca-
Jated :—

“ Hell and the devil { who is this ? are we betrayed '’

No. 8
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“Hold Ned!” cried Kate, advancing towards him, * there is no cause .for

fear; this is a friend.”
¢ A friend ! repeated the smuggler, in a tone of dissatisfaction, *¢ fricnds are
very scarce, mother, but—' :

¢ There, there, trouble yourself no more about it,” interrupted the woman,"

s¢but finish your business, and send the captain to me, as I before destred you.”

The man muttered something, which was unintelligible, and then descended
into the cavern, followed by his companions. They scrutinized Mr. Woodfield
from head to foot with doubtful looks, and baving deposited their load, hastened
from the cavern, and returning to their boats, the sound of their oars in the
water convinced Mr. Woodfield that they bad put off again to the vessel.

In a very short time, the boats again returned, and the men brought a fresh
Joad each into the cavern. Mr. Woodfield listening,’heard some person con-
versing with Kate, whom he supposed to be the captain of the smugglers.
Their couference was brief, and immediately afterwards Kate descended into
the cavern, followed by a tall bandsome¢ young man, enveloped in a large
mantle. We need not, however, describe him, as it was the stranger who bad
so deeply interested Angelina, and who had rescued ber from the violence of
the Baron de Morton.

He advanced towards Mr. Woodﬁeld witha gtacefnl air, and extending his
band towards him, said :—

“Y am very happy to see you, Mr. Woodfield, but wish it had been under
different circumstances ; however, do not despair, for if you will only rely upon
me, I will either restore your fair niece to liberty, or perish in the attempt.”

* And say, to whom will my gratitude be due for this generosity 2" asked
Mr, Woodficld, greatly pre-pussessed in favour of the noble looking youth,
upon whose brow sat intelligence and sincerity.

¢ It matters not,” replied the young man, “ my real name must not at pre-
sent be divulged, bat call me, if you like, Hugh Clifford. But come, we have
Ro time to lose ; will you trust yourself on board my craft?”

¢ With pleasure,” replied Mr. Woodfield, pressing the young man's hand.

most cordially.

¢ Then let us be gone,” said Hugh, * Kate, good Kate, & parting prayer
from you, for our success in this undertaking ;—a shake of the hand, and
away we g0.”

Kate raised her hands towards heaven, implored its aid in earnest terms for
the success of their siratagem, then embracing Hugh, all three ascended from
the cavern, and the stone was again rolled over the entrance.

Mr. Woodfield bade Kate farewell ; and then entering a boat with Hugh, .it
was quickly rowed off towards the small swift-sailing smuggler's vessel, which
was lying off at a short distance.

- We will now return to Angelina,
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' CHAPTER XYV.

" “Tars way,” cried a man who stood in the low gothic-arched door-way
of the Grey Tower, when Angelisa was brought into the court yard; ¢ this
way ;—what ho ! Bridget, why do you {oiter there behind ?*’

Bridget bastened forward, apparently afraid, and Angelina was hurried
into the Tower; and as she passed the man whom she supposed to be the
husbaind- of the former, and whose voice was familiar to ber ear, the light
from'a lantern, carried by one of the ruffians, enabled her to bave a full view
of his features; and in them she rocognised those of Rufus. S8he shuddered
with horror when she saw him; and as she recalied to her memory the con-
versation she had hoard between him and the baron ‘in the vaults underneath
the abbey, and which convinced her that be was a villain who would not hesi-
tate to perpetrate any crime. for the sake of lucre. She fixed a look of suppli-
cation upon him, but he frowned, and motiosed to the fellows who had the
charge ef ber to hurry en. Finding, therefore, it was useless to appeal to
men who wers calious to all sense of pity, she resigned herself to her fate,

She was taken threugh a hall, dark and dreary; and after ascendjug a long
fiight of stairs, and traversing a gallery, they stopped at a heavy oakean doer,
strongly barred; and which had all the appearance of the entrance te a pri-
son, Rafus unlocked It from a large bunch of keys which he had attached
to his belt, and Augelina was ushered into a small, hut comfortable apart-
ment, in which a fire was blasing.

“ This is the room allotted to. you, young woman,” said Rufus; ‘‘and I
would advise you to make yourself contented; for obstinuacy and resistance
will not avail yqu anything. Bridget will briog you some refreshments pre-
sently.”’

With these words the ruffian turned away, and frowning upon Bridget,

who had been observing our heroine with a look of pity, after placing a lamp .

upon the table, left the room, beckoning his wife in a commanding manner to
follow him. Angelina beard them lock and bolt the door after them.

In a parexysm of despair and grief, thc hapless maiden threw herself upon
Jer knees, and with clasped hands and upraised eyes, ejaculated : —

¢ Father of Mercy, for what am I reserved? Why am I thus persecated,
and what will become of me ¢—A prisoner, dragged from my home and fricnds,
and in the power of wretches w hose very looks smite my heart with terror, what
cau T expect witl be my fate ?—Perbaps their object is murder 1—Oh, God ! —
But why should they seek my life? Me, a poor, humble girl, whose con-.
-science acquits me of having, even by word er decd, wilfully done injury to
any one ! Unfortunate Angeline, you will never behold your dear friends
again—jyou are lost,—lost !”

Sobs choked ber further utterance ; and covering her face with her hands, she

gave herself up to the most intense and indescribable agony, and for a few °

minutes became unconscious of everything but her own misery. At lepgth the
.violence of her grief partly exhausted itseif, and she uttered a fervent prayer
to Heaven for its protection. She felt more composed; and arising from her
knees, gazed around the apartment. It was very lofty, and the wainscot was
covered with arras of a pale green culour, much faded by time. The furniture
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consisted of two high-backed chairs, richly carved, and a table of polisked
mahogany. There was & small cagement placed in the wall, but which was so
high that she was obliged to stand upon a chair to reach it. She looked out of
it, but it was se dark that she was unable to distinguish more than that it over-
looked the court-yard, She left it in despair; and throwing herself into &
chair, placed her olbow upon the table, and reclining her aching bead upon
her band, gave hegself up tq the distracting tbon‘ih which the bpgrors of her
situation excited.

She was now certain that she was in the power of the Baren de Martos, but
she was completely unable to form any conjectare as te the cause of his
mysterious and violent conduct. For what purpose bad he torn her from ber
nome aud friends 2—How could she have incurred his enmity? It was evi-
dent, however, that he had some strong motives and suspicions for bis conduct,
but what they could be, sha in vain racked her brain to imagine.

The horrors of her former encounter with him j—the strange words he bad
put to her, and the attempt he had made wpon her life, all rushed vividly
apon her recellection, and filled her mind with the most dreadful fears sud
apprehensions. The observations she had overheard him make ta his guilty
myrmidon in the vaults, and the terror be had afterwards evinced when be saw
ber, convinced her that the baron suspected her to be some individual whom he
bad cause to fear ; and when she thought upon the prabability of his sacrificing
her to his suspicions, cold drops of perspiration bedowed her temples, and
the blood in her veins seemed turned to ice.

‘She was suddealy aroused from these refloctions by hearing some one ln-;
locking the door, and the next moment it was apened, and Bridget appeared
with a repast. 8he placed it on the table, and was about to retire from tho
room again, without saying a word, when & sudden thought appeared to strike
her, and returniog, she said 1—

“T bad almost forgotten; I must shew yoa the apartment in which you

- are to sleep.”

8be advanced to one side of the room as she spoke, and llﬂ!ng up the arras,
Kngelina beheld a small door in the wainscot, which was closed. Bridget took
a key from ber pocket, and was about to apply it to the lock, when our heroine,
overcome by her feelings, threw herself at her feet, ndelnplng ber kneos,
while tears of unguidl filled her eyes, ejaculated :—

“ Oh, for mercy’s sake, tell me why I am brought hither, and what the
Baron de Morton’s reasons are for forcibly detaining me "

“Ah | how know you it is at the baron’s instigation you are hrought to this
place P gaid the woman, with evident astonishment. ¢ But,? she continued,
looking timidly towards the door, as though she feared that some ane was watch-
ing them, “ 1 repeat to you, that I dare not answer questions, although from
my heart I pity you.”

* Then know you the baroa’s designs?’’ gasped forth the agonised damsel.

“If you would not sacrifice my life and your own too,” excllimed the
woman, evidently alarmed, * do not ask any more questions, I

“ Nay, I will not let you go until you answer me,” intermp(ed Angeliaa,
¢linging still tighter to her knees.

¢ I cannot answer it ;~ I know not what are his designs;” hastily observed

~
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Bridget, and forcibly tearing herself away from the hold of our wretched
heroine ;—*¢ My God, should Rafus—" °

¢ Now then, what's all this rumpus about?”’ said a gruff voice, and the next¢
jmstant the villain Rufus entered the room. “1I tall you what it is, young
Iady,” continued be, ‘“if I bear any more of this nonsense, you sball have good
reason to repent it. [ shall then become your attendant instead of this foolish
woman, and I doubt much whether you weuld bave any cause (0 admire the
change. These romantic flights are of no use bere. Follow me, woman !”

With these words, Rufus and his wife retired, and secured the door after
them as it had been before. But Angelina had not heard the latter part of the
rufian’s threat; wrought up to the highest pitch of misery, she had fallen into
a kind of stupor, and with her hands clasping her forehead convulsively, she
remained on her knees, and akered not her position for soma time.

When she' at length recovered from this stato of apathy, she perceived
the door which Bridget had unlocked standing wide open, and arhsing from
her knees, entered the chamber. It was swall, but aeat, and there was a very
chean bed in one corner of it, placed upon a handsome bedstead. On eme side
of the apartment was the full length portrait of a gentleman in armour, and
which seemed (o be very old. Onasheif in a small recess, were several valames
of books, which were very dusty, and did not appear to have been touched
for some time. There were two windows to this chamber, and they were much
lower than the one in the other room, but were strongly barred. Our heroine
approeached one-of them, and could porceive that it commanded an extensive
view as far as the cliffs. This afforded her a slight ray of coaselation, for she
might gain a temporary relief from the misery of her thoughts in the contom-
plution of the wild beauties of nature.

A neighbouring bell now tolled forth the hour of midnight, and its lole-n
toaes struck apon the ear of Angelina, like the death knell for some departed
spirit. 8be returned to the other room and trimmed the lamp for the idea of
being left in the dark in that strange and dismal place, struck terror to her
heart. She reflected upon the dreadful anguish her kind friends were now suf-
fering at her mysterious disappearance, and ber own agony became insupport-
able, The viands which Bridget bad brought remained untouched upon the
table, for even had she feit inclined to eat, she would have beean afraid to bave
partaken of them, for a dreadfal suspicion baunted her mind, that they were
poisoned. Exhausted as she was with the agony of her thoughts she dreaded
{o retire to the couch, for what was there to secare her from the intrusion of
any person in the night? And now, amid the pauses of the wind which moaned
dismally along the different passages and galleries of the tower, she lis-
tened witR brenthless attention, but all was as still as death._ Agaia she
implored the protection of the Alimighty, aad arose from her kuees more com-
posedand re-assured. At length, completely worn out, she conquered her fears
in some degree, and retiring to the chamber secured the door as well as she
could inside, and threw herself upon the bed. An irresistable drowsiness sud-
denly stole over her senses, and she fell asleep.

How long she had slept she knew not, but she was suddenly aroused by
feeling something like the icy pressure of a hand upon her arm. She started
from the bed, her whole frame convuised with terror, and drops of perspira-
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tion stafting from every pore. The light was just dying away in the socket,
and cast its last faint ray upon the portrait. Good God! was it her imagisa-
tion thet wandered, or was sho tormented with some wild dream? She
fancled she saw the picture move, and then a low sigh seemed to issue from
the place where ithung! Completely evercome wikh her tersors, she uttered
a loud seream, and sunk insensihle upon the floor.

When she recovered, the ecorching rays of the moraing san wero streaming
at full In the chamber windows, she arose, and endeavoared for a short time.
in vain, to recollect where she was. But soon the full misery of her situation
and the borrors of the night, recurred to her memory.

She was suddenly startled by hearing astrange' moise, which seemed to pro-
ceed from the court-yard. She hastened into the next apartmeat, and geuting
upon one of the chairs, looked down upon the court below. A carriage
bad just driven up to the porch, and the next moment a gentleman alighted
from it. He cast bis eyes ap towards the casemesit, at which our heroine was
standing, and she recognised the Baron de Morton. She staggered from the
chair, and her frame trembled violenily with fear and asguish. A few mo-
ments only elapsed, and she beard footsteps advaucing aleng the gallery ; they
stopped at the door, and she heard the key turning in the lock, and the bolts.
being withdrawn. The door flew open, and the baron stoed before her.

He walked towards the centre of the room, and folding his arms, gazed npon
her with a smile of exultation. Acting upon a sudden fmpulse, the maiden fell
on her knees at his feet, and with looks of the most impressive snpplication
and eyes streaming with tears, implored his pity.

¢ Oh, my lord,” ejaculated Angelina, as she clasped the knees of the baron,
¢ how have I deserved this ontrage 2—~In what bave I offended you, that you
ghould thus seek to break the hearts of my friends; tear me from my home,
and make me a prisoner in this frightful place ?~—S8urely, a poor, huamble girl
like mre cannet be an object of —*

¢ Ah! the very tone of her voice 3 the very expression of her countenance ;'*
interrupted the Baron de Morton, as he fixed his eyes sternly and intensely .
upon the koeeling damsel; ¢ hy Heaven I could almost fancy that she had
sprang again from the grave, imbued with all her former youth and beauty !—
Girl, thou hast come like a curse upon me, to arous¢ once more with all
their insupportable poignancy the:tsoughta that § had partly succeeded in ob-
literating from my memory, Why did you cross my path?” .

¢ My lord,” exclaimed the terriied Angelina, who marked the strong emo-
‘tion which raged in the baron’s bosom, ¢ what mean your mysterious words?—
Oh, in pity to my anguish, relieve me from this hosrible state of snspense, and
tellme in what way 1 can possibly bave incurred your displeasure, and will-
-ingly will I make you all the reparation in wy power. Restore me to liberty,
promise me-that you will cease to persecute me, and { am ready to vow that
I will never disclose to any one wbat bas taken place.”

« Fool 1" cried the baron fiercely, as a malignant smile passed over his
features, “ and think you 1 would be tbe idiot tamely to resign my prey, after
I bave taken so much trouble to get it in my power2—No; I have you
securely now, and no power on earth shall release you ;——girl, until you have

.satisfied me that yau are not the person I suspect you to be, you shall never
quit these walls!”
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In spite of the terror which beset her mind, conscions of her own innocence,
and of the injustice of her haughty oppressor, indignation swelled the bosom
of Angelina, and suddenly arising from ber supplicatiag posture, with a look
of offended pride and dignity, which for a moment filled the miad of the baron
with confusion and serprise, she said :—

“ And by what authority, proud Baron de Moartos, do yeu dare to detain
me}? Humble and poor as T am, think wot that your conduct will go unpunished,
or that my wrongs will be undiscovered or usavenged, I bave deigned to
solicit that, which I have a right to command, but I mow insist upon you
telling me why 1. am brought hither, and demand my instant resteratioa to
liberty and to my friends.”

Thunderstruck at the alteration in her manmer, the baron stood fora few
minutes, and gaged earnestly upen her without speaking. Every lineament of
eer countenanche seemed to scrutinize with the most mysterious earnestness,
and it was very evident that his mind was undergeing the most powerful and
conflicting sensations. Angelina watcbed bim with the most poignant anxiety
and suspbnse, and in spite of the firmness she had assumed, she felt her heart
sink and her terrors every moment becoming stronger. ' At length he appeared
to reecover himself, and rushing suddenly towards her, be seized ber arm with
a vebomence that pained her, and demanded :oee

“ Girl, seek no longer to’ deceive me ;—tell me your same, your real nanie ?’

% You know it, my lord,” answered Angelina, ‘ why do you ask the ques-
tion, I "

¢ No, evasion, girl ;” interrupted De Morton fiercely ; *¢ little do you know
the man whom you seek to tamper with. Your real name, I say, and who and
what are you *

¢ Ob, why should you ask so ambiguous a question, my lord ?’—

¢ Beware, beware; if you arouse my wrath, your obstinacy shall cost you
dear ;" ejaculated the baron, pressing her arm yet more violently, and fixing
apon her a look which seemed to penetrato to her soul ; who and what were
your parents ?”

¢ Alas! I knew them not;’’ replied Angelina, as tears filled ber eyes, and
her bosom heaved with emotion; *‘ they died ero I bad arrived at years to
know and appreciate their worth; the only parents I bave ever knowa, are
my kind uncle and aunt; but why do you ask the question?”’

“ Theirnames |” demanded De Mortou, breathlessly. -
“ You know the name of my uncle,” replied the maiden faintly,
same belonged to them ?”

“ By hell—"tis false |”’

*“Oh, my lord,” exclaimed Angelina, who new lwpn to think that the
savon was safiering under an aberration of intellect, ‘“ what is the reason of
this violence ? For the love of Heaven explain the mystery of your conduct.”

“You would deceive me, girl,”" said the baron; *you have some reason for
wishing te conceal the real name of your parents ?—But your uncle, as yon
call him, he bas not always moved as a humbie peasanti”’

¢ I belleve my uncle has been in better circumstances,” answered An-
selina, *¢ but misfortunes, with which I am unacquainted, reduced bim, and I
vas too young to remember him in his prosperity.”

The baron remained sifent for a short time, and stood with his eyes fixed upon



64 ANGELINA; OR,

her counteance ; then folding his arms, be traversed the apartment for a
fow secbonds, with basty and uncvenm steps, and murmured some iricoheront
seatences to himself, the only part of wlkblht-nheremwuth fol-
lowiag :—

¢ "Tis strange—should ' I be nlnnhn;—hlt tio;~it eannot boi-the likeness
is too strong for me to doubt; curses on the weak arm which=-but po mutter ;
~—what bave I to fear }~Whe cas prove that-=But I bave ber now secufely
h.yyoworaﬂlmmdm.uﬂnghnmumw
mfety.”

Then turning suddenly round td Angelima, Mhttn-humbo
seemed (o have forgotten was in his presence, he said +—

¢*Fos (he preseat, girl, I leave you ;. but remember, that from this place you
can never escape, and yoar restoration te liberty depends entirely wpen your
speaking the truth:. Asny cbstinacy or deceit on your part, will be visited by
my vesgeanoce. Oncemore I warn yous beward l«=Whest we meet again, leamn
to be mere communicative, or dresd the consequénces 1.

¢ Oh, mercy! mercy, my lord i—Do aot leave me In this dreadful placel”
screamed the distressed damsel; as the baron moved away, bat he tatued upon
hor an inexorable frown, amd before shé could reach hith, he bad left the
apartment, and locked and bolted the door as before. . She threw herself spon
ber knees and clasping. her hands, borst lato a tortent of tears and sobs; at the
utter hopelessnos of her situation.

v

CHAPTER XVL

Tur borrors of the mysterious fate which attended ber, each momeht be<
came meore apparent to the mind of Angelina, and the recent bebaviour of the
Baron De Morton, convinced her that so obstinately positive was he, that she
was the daughter of some persons whom he bad cause to dread, that he might be
urged into the perpetration of any horrible crime !~ And now the awful event
of the previeus night teturned to her recollection, and she shuddered with
horror. She was convinced that it had been no delusion ; rfo wild chimera of
ber own imagination ;—she was positive that she felt the icy touch of the
clammy fingers wpon her arm; saw the picture move, and heard something
like the rustling sound of a person passing by the bed. Good God! were
these apartments really baunted by some troubled spirit, and she docomed
to remain a prisoner in them }<~The thought was madness;—she glamced
fearfully around ber, then placing her face on the cushion of the chairy
she gave full vent to the violence of ber grief. R

She was aroused from this melancholy posture by the entrance of Bridget,
who advanced towards her with a respectful and sympathising air, and placing
ber hand upon her shoulder, said in a voice of compassion :

“ Come, come, my dear Miss, you must not give way to this violent sorrow ;
all may yet be better than you expect. Rufus and the baron bave left the
tower, and so I bave come to pass an hour or two with you if it is agreellile.
But, dear me,-you have not cat anytbing ; this is very foolish, for I am sure
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yott will make “youiself ill, if you do not partake of some refreshment
Nowlet me beg of you to try a little ; it is very nice; for although I say it,
_ that shouldn’t say it, there are very fow better cooks than I am.”

Angelina shook her bead, and made no immediate reply, but at length, see-
ing that Bridget was preparing to resumé lier importunities, she said : —

¢¢ Alas! my good woman, my heart is too full to eat ; oh, how have I deserved
a fate like this P

¢ I pity you, Miss,” returned Bridget, ¢ from my very soul I do, and I'n sure
it wrung my heart with grief; to see what you suffered on the way to this placé 3
1 wish it was in my power to assist you, but it is not; and if Rufus or the
baron were to know that 1 had spoken to you this much in kindness, I doxi’t
know what would be the coneequences.” ‘

¢ But why should they persecute me: I, who am a sttanger to them, and
theréfore cantot have given them any occasion for sich conduct?” inquired
Angelina,

“ I cannot tell you, Miss,” replied Bridget, *“ but you may depend upon it
the baron has some motive or the other for his conduct, or he wonld not act so.
Heaven pardon him, but I do believe he is a bad man, and will have much to
answer for when he dies.” '

¢ And yet,” said our heroine, hastily, “ and yet you are in the service of him,
and are the wife of his confidant !’

¢ Alas !" returned Bridget, with a sigh, “it is too true, more’ the pity,

No. 9
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Ah! you can form a very poor idea of what 1 have suffered since I have
been the wife of that man. But it is no use repining, it was to be my fate.”

Here Bridget ceased speaking for a few minutes, and seemed to be rumi-
nating upon some subject that gave her great pain, bat st length Angelina inter-
rupted her by saying :—

¢ And did this place always belong to the Baron De Morton #”

“Oh, no,” answered Bridget, “ he purchased it some years since of the
Marquis Delmaine, who, a very short time afterwards, was found murdered
near this spot !”

Angelina shuddered.

*“ And how far is it from De Morton Castle ?*’ she inquired.

¢ Oh, dear Miss, it is many, many miles ;* answered Bridget, * for we were
two days and a night upon the water when you were brought here, best part of
which time you were insensible, and indeed I thought that you would never re-
cover again.”

*“Good God! and am I then so far from my friends, so far from all hope of
rescue ?” cried Angelina, wringing her hands. ¢ But tell me, I conjure you,”
she continued, ¢ do you not know what is the baron’s design with me ?*

“Indeed I do not,” answered Bridget, ¢ unless he is in love with you,
.nd —!’

¢ Impossible,” interrupted Angelina,  has be not already got a wife 3"

¢ And is it not possible too, Miss, that he may have a wife, and yet not be
insensible to the charms of another 2’ said Bridget, shrewdly. “ Ah! the baron
has been a strange, wild gentleman in his time, or else report belies him, and
they do say that if these walls could speak, they could tell sad stories.”

¢ Ah! speak, tell me, what do you mean?” asked the damsel, eagerly,
the occurrences of the previous might darted across ber mind.

¢ Oh, do not be alarmed, Miss,”’ replied Bridget, ‘‘ they only say of this
tower as they do of all other old buildings, namely, that it is haunted : but for
my part, I never believe in such foolish tales, and I'm sure no ghosts or noises
have ever annoyed me since I bave been here.”

‘“Then it was not imagination,” gasped forth Angelina; ‘“it was not a wild
dream that alarmed me !”

“ Goodness me !” cried Bridget, with an expression of astonishment, ¢ what
can you mean? Surely youhave nat seen or heard anything 2"

Angelina trembled and looked fearfully around her; and then related in as
few words as possible what had occurred to her on the night before.

¢ Well, Miss,” observed Bridget, when she had concluded, “if I had not
heard a similar story before, I should imagine that you had only been labouring
under some frightful delusion. But it is certainly very strange, to say the
least of it, and makes one believe that the story of the poor young woman and
her lover who were brought here, and never went out alive again, is not with-
out foundation.”

¢ Of whom do you speak "

T do not know what they called her,” answered Bridget,  though they
say she was a lovely young creature. But I am afraid of frightening you, or
1 would tell you all I know about it.” ’

“ Oh, no, indeed you will not frighten me,” eagerly ejaculated Angelina,
whose curiosity was excited in an extraordinary manner, ‘ pray let me bearit.”

L
[t
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. Very well, Miss, I will do as you wish,” said Bridget, * but you must pro-
mise me that you will never mention a word of it to anybody.”

¢ You may depend upon me,” said the impatient Angelina, ‘“ alas! perhaps
if 1 bad even the will to do so, I shall never have the opportunity.”

¢ Oh, don't say s0,’’ romarked Bridget, *‘ you must not give way to despair;
and you doa’t know but this adventure may turn out for the best after aM.
But all is secure; no one is near to listen to me, and so now to make a be-
'im.',

As Bridget spoke, she drew her chair closer to Angelina, and proceeded to
relate the following awful and marvellous story :—

¢ Well, Miss,” began Bridget, ¢ what I am going to relate, took place when
tbis old tower was in the possession of the Masquis Delmaine. He was a
nobleman who was very much disltiked in the neighbourhood, for they say he
was a stern, haughty, and sasage-looking man, and that he treated all those
who were under inbim such a manner, that he could never get his servants:
to stay leng with bim. My poor mother,—God rest her soul,—lived with bis
father for many years, but she did not remain long in the situation when the
property came into the possession of the nobleman of whom I am speaking,
for she could not submit to his tyrannical ways. The Marquis was very fond
of gambling, and nothing but the most dissipated noblemen ever amociated
with him. The tower was ons coantinual scene of riot and debauchery, and
was shunned by every respectable person iu the neigbbourhood. The Baron
De Morton was at that time, I have heard, one of the most censtant guests
bere, and he and the Masquis were nn terms of the strictest intimacy. Thus it
went on for some time, and nothing particular occurred, when suddenly there
was a singular alteration in the temper of the Marquis, and he abandoned
all his former assoclates, and kept himself almost entirely secluded in this
gloomy tower, and never had any company. Two or three strange and savage-
Jooking men hid, however, beem moticed by some of the inhabitonts lurking:
about the nefghbourhood, and more than ence the Marquis had been seen'
to walk forth in conference with them, which excited streng suspicion, and
they were certain that he was meditating something of no good. But, dear
me, how very faint you must feel, not having taken anything to eat for so long 3
~—mnow do let me prcvail apon you, Miss, to trya litde bit; if itis only a
moathfal.””

“ If you will proceed, I will try ;”’ replied Angelina, who was deeply inter-
ested with the story which Bridget was relating.

* Ah! that’s right; now you will do ;" observed Bridget, as Angelina com-
menced tasting the viands, ** yoa will find them very nice. Well, to continue
my story. This part of it came from the lips of poor old S8imon Burney, who
lived with the Marquis at the time, but who is now dead and gone, so that there
certainly may be some reliance placed upon the verucity of it. ¢One night,
he said, ¢ the domestics were all commanded to retire to rest at an early
hour, and not, upon pain of his displeasure, to be seen up when he returned
home, as he could let himself in. It was about midnight when old Simon was
awoke by a terrible scufling noise below, and soon afterwards he heard them
ascending the stairs which led to the gallery on which was the chamber of the
old man. As you may imagine, his curiosity was excited in no small degree,
and he longed, yet feared to watch them. His lamp was still burning, but,
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uppreheasive that, if it was seen by the Marquis or any of his friends, they
might think that he was watching them, and would be sure to punish him, he
concealed it as well as he could, and wita his ear to the key-bole of ihe doer,
he listened with the greatest attention, thizking he might catch a word or two
that would enable him to judge what was the matter. There seemed to be
several persons, but the voice of the Marquis might be heard bigh above the
rest, as he gave directions to his companions.

¢¢ Away with him,’ Simon heard bim say, ¢ we have him sate enough now,
and be will find it rather a dificult matter to escave. The blue chamber in
the north wing will be the most secure place.’ ¥

‘“ A noise like that of a person struggling vioiently, was now heard by
Simon, and suon afterwards the tones of a man’s voice exclaimed :—

“¢ Cowardly rufiians, release me |—What would you with me }==Ah ! the
Marquis Delmaine lenl kuow you naw l==For this outrage the vengeance of
w,___' ” .

¢ ¢ Curses oa the mask !’ interrupted Delmaine, passionately ; ¢ but no matter,
that discovery has sealed bis fate, In with bimj—mind not his threats, they
are but the frenzied ravings of & madman.’?

¢ Apother violent struggle ensued, and then they seemed to have got past
the door. Unable longer to endure the anxiety and suspense, notwithstanding
the strict injunctions of the Marquis, and the danger be knew be should run

- in disobeying them, be opened his chamber door without the slightest noise, and
. peeped out. At the further end of the gallery, by the light emitted from a
. couple of lamps, he beheld, though rather indistinctly, the dark shadows of
_ several figures, surrounding somne object, which Simon judged to be the person
_ wpon whom the outrage was being committed ; but he was unable to make out
wore, for whoever he was, he seemed to be enveloped in a large mantle, part
of which was also thrown over bis head, and entirely concealed his face from
observation. He appeared to be very powerful and vigorous, for he was
qulte as much as those who held bim could manage. The next moment they
turned the corner of the gallery, and were hiddea from the old man’s view.
He retarned into bis room, and shuddered with borror at what he bad seeng
for be could not doubt, but that the derign of the Marquis was murder. The
mext morning the servants looked at one another with strange glances, for more
than Simon had beard the nolse of the night before, and strange winks and mur-
murings passed from one to the other; but Blmon acted on the wisest plan, for
e said not a word about what he had heard and sees, and pretended not ta
. know what they were talking about.
“ Many of the domestics would have been glad to bave left the Marquis's
. service, but they knowing his suspicious temper, were afraid to give him
warning, and among that nember was Simon. There were several strange and
fll-looking men now in the tower, who were no doubt the rufians whom Del-
maine had employed in this gullty transaction. In the course of that day, the
Marquis called all the domestics together, and in a voice which told them he
would be obeyed, com- manded them at their peril, not in futere to attempt
to approach the north wing of the tower, except the persons whom he had
doputed to keep watch there, and who were the fellows before spoken of,
He then departed from the tower, accompanied by two fierce-looking men
who seemed well calculated for the perpetration of any crime,

»

e
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¢ The Marquis did nog return for three days, andsduriag that tine no ome
except the sentinels appointed, ventured near the morth wing, in which was un.
donbtedly incarceratsd some unhappy victim of the Marquis’s cruelty. Na
one saw him return, for it was late at night, and the inmates of the tower had
long retired to ‘their beds. The next morning, however, it was noticed by every
one that be was ghastly pale and dreadfally agitated, and if avy one spoke to
him, he starfed, as though they had awoke him out of a Gream, snd stared
vacantly around him, He was never abesnt from the presence of the men
whom he bad so lately introduced to the tower, and he was locked up i his
study with them for hours, Towards evening three of the men went away
from the tower, and the Marquis kept himself secluded from the sight of every
que ; it was bowever, well known from the light being seen burning in his
apartment, and be also being heard pacing it, at a late hour, that he had not
gone to rest,

* The servants bad scarcely retired to bed, when they were aroused by
hearing loud and appalling shrieks, in & female voice, proceeding from the direc-
tion of the north wing of the tower, which gradually grew fainter, until they
died away entirely, and all again was as silent as tho grave. But, God bless
me, what was that 2"

Angelina started, and trembled at the samie time, for she was almost positive
she heard a sound like a stified groan proceed from the chamber, and again the
portrait seemed to tremble. She caught the arm of Bridget, in great pertar-
bation, and directed her attention to it, but was unable to say a word. Bridget,
at first, looked very pale, and trembled a good deal, but she soon recovered
her self-possession, and entering the room examined the portrait and different
parts of the chamber, and at last noticed that one of the windows was par-
tially open.

¢ Oh, it was only the wind whistling among the ivy around the window, and
shaking this grim portrait of one of the ancient possessors of the tower,” she
observed, smiling ; ¢ The dismal story I am telling, makes our fears more ready
than they usually are, and then the thoughts of these being the very apartments
in which—"

¢ Good Heavens!” exclaimed the alarmed Angelina, * you surely do not
mean to say that these are the chambers in which the suspicious events to which
you bave just alluded took place? Alas! and am I fated to remain a solitary
prisoner, without—"'

“ Hush {—pray do compose yourself,” said Bridget “it was really very
silly of me to say anything about it; but it can’t be helped now. Even sup-
posing the restless spirits of those beings whom I have mentioned, do indeed
baunt these cbambers, what need you fear from them, when you never knew
them, and consequently could not bave done them any injury ™

Just as she ceased speaking there was a noise in the court yard,mdlb
hastened to the window to see what was the occasion of it.

¢ Dear me |” she exclaimed, * how vexing, it is Rufus returned § lhlhot
be able to finish the story till some other opportunity, for if he should catch
me here, I don't-know what would be the consequences. Good bye, for the
present, Miss ; I will ses you again this evening, if possible ; bat do not give
way to useless fears. It will, no doubt, afford you some gratification to learn
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that the Baron bas not come back with my husband, and from what I heard
the latter say, he will not be again at the tower fer three or four days.”

% Throe or fotr days!” ejaculated Angelina, as Bridget left the reom, and
she heard her lock the door after her, “ alas | never can I survive that time in
this horrible place, and in the state of uncertainty in which I am. Alas! what
a cruel fate is mine.”*

She sighed deeply, and tears filled her eyes, as she looked fearfully around;
baut still the absence of the Baron did afford her a ray of consolation, although
it was small indeed.

The tale which Bridget had told ber, bad fiiled the mind of Angelina with
redoubled droad and uneasiness, asd when she reflected that she occapied the’
same apartments in which the deed, whatever it was, was supposed to have
been committed, she shuddered with herror, and lJooked fearfolly around her,
first at the portrait, and then upon the bed, with a sentiment of uncontroulable
apprekionsios, expecting almost fo see the ghastly plantoms of those who had
probably there come by sach a shocking and untimely death. And there was
she doomed to pass her days, her nights; bat alag! few indeed might be the
days she would have to pass there ; perbape ere the morning’s sun again should
gild the Eastern hills, her eyes would be closed in death 5 a violent death, with
ne one nigh, no friend, no reldtion to soothe her passdge to the grave. And
now the thoughts of the terribie anguish ber uncle and aunt must be suffering at
that moment, recurred to ber recolloction more vividly than before, and her
tears flowed afresh. She dreaded she approach of night, and wished anxiously
for the return of Bridget, being reselved 10 endeavour to persaade her to sleep
with ber; but she waited in vaio—~howr after hour passed away, still the good
natured servant remained absent. She Legan to feel more and more uneasy—
what could be the reason that Bridget did not come ? Surely, Rufus must have
learned the time they had beén together, and bad determinéd that she should no
longer attend upon her. This idea filled her with the utmost terror. She arose
from her chair, walked into the front room, and listened at the door, but not
hearing any noise, she went back again into the room she had left, and looked-
from the window on the scenery beyond 3 but her mind was too distracted for
ber to view with anything like patience, the wild and majestic works of Nature,
which at any ather time she would bave contemplated with such delight and
admiration, and she walked away from it again. Just at that mement she heard
some one at the door, and her hom bounded with a momemlry fooling of.
pleasure and renewééd hope.

It is her ; it is Bridget!"' sdid oho.

The door .preséntly opened, and the heart of Angelina ng:ln swnk with
terror and disgust as her .eyes foll upon the repulsive. features of one of the
ruffians who had brought her to the tower.

He entered the room without saying a word, but cast a bold ook wpon our
heroine, and then depositing a stone pitcher, coataining water, on the table in
the front toom, a loaf, and other refreshments, together with a lamp, and
means of procuring a light, he looked round, as if to-ascertdin that all was
right, quitted the room, and secured the door after him, ¢ Then,” thought
Angelioa, wringing her hands, ‘ my worst surmises were, alas! too true,
and Bridget will no more be allowed to visit me ; thus have they deprived
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me of the only small ray of hope and consolation, under this dreadful per-
secution.” )

Another thought also occurred to her which was equally as painful as the
rest that at that moment tormented her ; perhaps the poor woman would have
to suffer for her kindness, and thus she would be made the innocent cause of
bringing misery to another as well as herself, )

In a state of mind completely Indescribable, sne traversed both the rooms,
‘and knew not what to do. The day seemed to pass unusually quick away,
and as‘the sbades of evening began to gather fast around, so did her apprehen-
sions increase. The least noise made her start and look fearfully around her,
and often did her disordered fancy conjure up the most frightful phantoms
to her imagination, and she could almost believe she saw the hideous faces
of fiends and ghosts grinning in at the casements upon ber, and seeming to
mock at, and glory in her terrors, and anguish.

It must not be imagined that, notwithstanding the mind of Angelina was
80 occupied with this painfol and afflicting event, her thoughts never returned
to the handsome stranger, and to the circumstances under which she had last
seen him. She did think of it, and when she remembered that it was pioved
beyond all possibility of a doubt that he with whom she had been so strongly
prepossessed, was the captain of a gang of smugglers, she felt a sentiment
of disappointment and regret, for which she was quite unable to account.

¢ ] wish I had had an opportunity of retuming him the miniature,” dle
sighed, ¢ for should he think that ———*

She was unable to finish the sentence, but taking the miniature from her
bosom, where she had kept it ever since the fatal night on which she bad
been forcibly dragged away from her home, she gazed attentively upon it,
and a tear involuntarily came to her eye. The expressive and bandsome eyes,
seemed to look up into her countenance appealingly, and in spite of what she
had seen, she was ready enough to dismiss from her mind anything to hia
disparagement, and to admit the idea that he was the victim of circumstances,
and was not following his present lawless life from cboice, but necessity.

Night had now set in, and Angelina had lighted her lamp, and stirred up
the fire in the grate, for the air was pretty keen, and the room would have had
a miserable and cheerless appearance without, She then once more carefally
‘surveyed the apartments, and after committing herself to the care of Omni-
potence, she took up a book and tried to divert her thoughts from the gloomy
suhject which at present occupied them, by reading; but this was a fruitiess
task, and she soon laid it down again, and walked to the window and looked
out. It was a clear night, and she could see for a long distance over a large
tract of hilly country. For a few minutes her mind was estranged from
everything else in the contemplation of this scene, but at length feeling the
night air blowing rather too keenly upon her, she left the window, and

returned to her seat. Encouraged by the stillness of all around, Angshnn
felt her mind gradually becoming more firm and calm, and she once more took
up the book and began reading it. The subject was one of a deeply interesting
nature, and it kept her attention wholly engrossed, until she heard the hour
of eleven chime forth from the bell in the old tower, and feeling sleepy and
tired, she once more prayed to heaven for protection, and breathing a blessing
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on the lionds of her dear friends, she threw berself on the bed without wa.
dreming, and was soon locked in the arms of sleep.

She could not form any conjecture of the time she had thus been sleeping,
but she was suddenly aroused in a similar way to what she had been the night
before, and was positive she was not this time dreaming. Once more she felt
like the icy touch of the hand of a corpse upon her arm, and as ber blood
curdied with horror, she jumped from the couch, and at that mbment & pitecus
sigh seomed droathed closs to her ear, and she just caught the glimpse of
what appeared to be some light shadowy form, which no-od to fiit past hey
with the speed of lightning.

¢ Great God, protect me |” exclaimed the terrified maiden hmng upon hér
kuees, and covering ber face with ber bands ; (he momeat after her senses loft
ber.

When she recovered, she bad but an fudiustinet recollection for a minute or
two of what had occurred; but too soon it rushed upon het memory with
all the full force of its horror, and the blood scemed to curdie in her velns.
The light in the lamp shed but a feebls ray, and made the objects in the room
appear more gloomy and fndistiact, Oh, how Angelina regrotiéd that she bad
not remained in the same state of unconsclousness till daylight. But her
thoughts were soon directed to something eclse. Suddenly, she imagined she
beard a noise in the next room, the door of which she bad closed, but could
not fasten it on the inside, owing to some accident baving occurred to the
lock. She listened with breathless horror, and again was almost positive that
she heard a sound, something like & person stealing gently across the floor.
Her beart throbbed with the most intense terror, but she was completely
paralized to the chair on which she had sunk. Again, all was still, and after
the lapse of a few secends, Angelina tried to imagine she bad besn deceived,
and that the noises were only those created by her own perturbed imagination.
8he began to revive a little, and rising from her chair, almost took courage
suficient to walk to the room door. She did move a step or two forward, but
started back with renewed alarm, when she again distinctly heard the tread
of a foot in the adjoining room. Not a moment was given her for reflection,
when the door of her chamber was gently and cautiously opened, and An-
gelina screamed with uncontroulable affright, when she saw Rufus, bearing
in Ms bhand a light—standing at the entrance. No sooner did the ruffian behold
her, than he muttered something between his teeth, extinguished his light, and
hastily departed.

Angelina was 8o overcome by the force of her terrors, that she was unable to
move or speak, but stood gazing into the next room with a vacant stare. It
was evident now that her death was determined upon, and that the villain
Rufus had gone to her chamber that morning for the very purpose of putting
the dreadfal deed into execution, S8he was about to give way to the most
borrible feelings of despair, when, suddenly, she felt a strong current of wind
blowing in upon her, and looking towards tha door of the front apartment,
what was her astonishment to bebold it standing wide open?—Rufus in the
coafusion of the moment had forgotten to clese it after bim.
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CHAPTER XVIIIL

-Ir was several minutés before Angelina could sufficiently recover herself to
-put ber energies into action ; but when she did so, her first impulse was to
hasten to tlie door,and to listen if she heard anybody stirring beyond it.

She stood by the door by which the villain Rufus had lately departed, but
ndt a sound met hef ears, save the Hollow gusts of wird, as they swépt along thé
gallery upoh which it opened; or the dismal screech of the owl who bad taken
up his abode in some of the chambers and the old turréts of that part of the
edifice. She paused, uncertain how to act—what strange consternation or
thoughtlessness could have occasioned Rufus to have left the door open, she
was at a loss to imagine. He must, certainly, have been frightened; and ex-
pecting to find her wrapt in the arms of sleep, had taken her for some appari-
tion, which his guilty conscience conjured up. 8he returned to the other roo™',
and tdok up the lamp, and then looked out into the gallery with fearful eycs,
but not a single object did they encounter ; and a perfect stillness scemed to
reign throughout the building. Angelina cast her eyes upon the lock of the
door, and found that Rufus had left the key (to which was attached a'large
bunch of others) in it. In a moment, a thought struck her—might not these
keys open her way to liberty, and should she miss so favourable an epportunity
to escape from her enemies.

Bat should slie miss an opportunity which might never occur to her again, to
escape from a fate which she could not look upon without the utmost horror?

No. 10
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Might she not, if she could, succeed in gotting out of the tower, enlist the sym
pathies of some persons in heg favour, who might not only protect her from the
power of the Baron de Morton, but also assist her to retuin to her friends ?

“Yes, I will make the attempt,” she exclaimed; ¢ Almighty Father, who
knowest how unjustly I am persecuted, to your care and protection I com
mit myself.”

As she thus spoke, she felt still more assured and prepared to put her desiga
into execution. First of all, she locked the outward door to prevent her befug
suddenly surprised ; and having ascertained that all remained quiet, she pre-
pared for her depaiture. The clothes which she had worn when she was
brought to the tower, had, fortnnately, not been taken away from her, and she
proceeded hastily to envelope herself in her cloak and bonnet ; and then once
more briefly solicitimg the protection of Providence, with a trembling step, she
took up the lamp and prepared to leave the room. The door, on the instant
she had emerged from the room, was blown to with a loud bang, which made
the place re-echo sgain, and caused the utmost terror in the breast of eur
heroine, as she was afraid it would arouse the inmates of the tower, and that
her flight would be speedily intercepted. The noise, however, having died
away, all was again still as the grave, and Angelina gained more cournge.
She now bethought herseif which way she should proceed, and held the lamp
above her head, but its feeble rays only permitted her to penetrate for a very
short distance. She, however, determined to take the same way by which she
had been brought into the tower; and, accordingly, she cautiously passed along
the gallery, often timidly looking back, as the murmuring of the wind made
her imagine that it was the voices of persons in pursuit. She had just reached
the end of the gallery, and was about to descend the stairs, when she started
with terror, as she thought she heard the closing of a door at the other end 3
and, looking towards it, she was almost positive that she saw the glimmering
of a light, but in an instant it was gone, and ull remained the same as before.

Apprehensive that her flight was discovered, she lent against the bannisters,
uncertain how to act, but hearing no further noise, she somewhat regained her
composure, and proceeded to descend the stairs, Firat, however, she looked
down to be certain that there was no one watching her. All was safe; so she
descended with silent steps, and scarcely dared to breathe, so fearful was she
that she might be overheard. She reached the hall, which she traversed with
the same caution, and at length she gained the hall door. First, looking fear-
fully around her, she tried the various keys attached to the bunch, and, at last,
found one which turned in the lock. Her heart throbbed eagerly with hope;
but it was soon banished, for the bolts, which'were very heavy, resisted all
her efforts to pull them back, and she gave up the attempt in despair.

Disappointed, Angelina now stood uncertain which way to act.—She must
return to her prison—all hope of her escape was at an end. She sighed heavily
as she thought of this, and was about to re-ascend the stairs, when, looking
round, she perceived, to the left, a low archway, towards which she hastened.
The rays emitted by her lamp shewed her an oaken deor, but fearful that it
might open into apartments occupied by some of the family, she placed her
ear to the key-hole and listened attentively, but all was quite still ; and plac-
ing her lamp upon the pavement, she tried the different keys, and at last
found one which opened it. The moment the door flew back, a thick cloud
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of dust was blown around her, and it was a second or two before Angelina
could perceive anything, but when she did, she found herself in a small closets
which did not contain any furnitare, and seemed as if it had not been used for
some time. '

A door on one side of this closet, which was standing open, shewed to our
heroine a dark staircase; to the bottom of which the light from. the lamp could
not penetrate.

She bad to step with caution, for the stairs were very rotten, and several of
them had crumbled away altogether. At length she reached the bottom, and
a rush of unwholesome air curled around her, and made her tremble with cold.
She shielded the lamp as well as she could until it had passed away, and
then foand herselfin a long subterraneous passage, the wals of which were
of stone, bat green with age and damp, and it was evidently older than the
other past of the bailding.

The termination of the passage she could not see, for there were many wind-
ings. While she thas stood, suddenly, she heard a loud and confused noise
from above, followed by the opecing and closing of doors. Alarmed beyond
description (for she did not doubt but that her flight was discovered, and that
the ruffians wexe in pursuit of her), the agitated maiden fled along the passage

.with more speed than could have been expected in such a moment of terror,
until, baving proceeded for some distance, she was compelled to pause to take
breath, ‘No sooner bad she done so than the voices of men vibrated in her ears>
and they bad evidently entered the closet, and were about to descend the stairs.

“ Good God I’ she mentally uttered, * protect me! All hope of escape is
mow at an end ; and should they find me, what may not their rage tempt the
wretches to do 2"

¢ It is very evident, from the hall.doos being closed, that she has fled this
way,” at that moment ejaculated a gruff voice, which Angelina, with herror,
vecognizsed directly to be that of Rufus. * The jade cannot escape us unless
she reaches the iron door which stands open. Two of you take the passage
to the right, and twe to the left, and she will be in our power again—that's
certain. What a fool I must be to leave the room-door open I"*

‘We need not attempt to describe the terror of our heroine when she found
berself in the grasp of the ruffians; her blood seemed to be frozem in her
veins, and her heart to lose its pulsation. In that dreadful moment, despair
seized upon ber mind, and took possession of all ber faculties, and she gave
herself up for lost;—she could not doubt but that her life was sought, and
that the villains would not miss so exccllent an opportunity, and: such a con-
wenieat spot as that gloomy place, to perpetrate their sanguinary deed, Oh,
how terrible was her anguish as these thoughts rose in a moment to her mind ¥
—to die s0 young—and by such cruel means—to be plunged into eternity in
the midst of all her youth and vigour, with the blossoms of hepe springing in
her path, was awful indeed to think upon. She would have implored the mercy
of the ruffians who held her, flinty-hcarted and callous to humanity and pity,
as she had no doubt they were, but, although her lips moved, her tongue re-
fused to perform its office. The men, hewever, seemed to read her thoughts,
for one of them said—

¢ Oh, no, young lady, no running away again ;—you have given us a pretty
good hunt this time, all through the stupidity and carelessness of Rufus, but
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You may depend upon it you will be taken proper ogee of in futuce, until
ou are disposed of as my lord, the baron, may think t.”

¢ Disposed of as the baron may think fit,” thought Angelina, with a shudder,
alas | that scemed to confirm her most dreadful apprehensions, and she could
scarcely save herself from swooning with terror. The ruffians hurried her
along, and were soon afterwards joined by the villain Rufus, the appearance
o whom filled the bosom of our heroine with disgust and consternation.
Rufus looked at her with an expression of countenance that was truly fiendish,
as be said s

¢ 80, you are caught, are you? Fool! and then did you think ta escape
from this tower 2—If you had even gained the exterior of the building, nothing
could bave saved you from again falling into our clutches. However, I will
take good care that you shall not have a chance of making such an attempt
again. Bring ber along to her old quarters.”

“ If one spark of pily inhabits your bosom,” sald Angelina, for the fist
time being able to speak, since they had re-taken her, ““for the love of
Heaven, spare me; I know not, I cannot conceive what motive can prompt

you to persecute me in this manner, unconscious as I am of ever doing

anything to excite the baron’s vengeance."

“ It's of no use your talking to me,” answered Rafus, * I only know
that it is the will of my lord, the baron, that you should be here detained,and
it is my duty to obey him. This way, this way !"*

Finding that all her supplications were oseless, Angelita with a mental
prayer to Omnipotence, resigned herself to her fate, and was led by a different
way to that which she had come once more to those upnrtmen(l she had sa
recently quitted,

Having seen her securely in, Ruofus and his compnniono left the place,
and having safely locked and bolted the door, Angelina found herself once
more too safely a prisoner to entertain the least hope of escaping.

With insupportable agony the unfortunate girl wrung her hands, and sobbed
convulsively, as she fixed ber eyes upon the confined limits of her prison,a nd
thought upan the probability that she was never more fated to leave that place
alive.

« Oh, God I” she ejaculated, ‘‘ what a strange, yot terrible fate is mine;
thus to be deprived of my liberty, and threatened with a violent death, by a
person whom I scarcely know, and for what reason T am also ignorant. But,
surely the. Almighty who knows my innocence, will watch over and protect
me. Yes, to Him will I trust, and patiently endeavour to await the result
of this terrible adventare,” )

The latter thought served in a great measure to abate the anguish of hes
‘welings, and she endeavoured to reflect calmly upoun her situation. The cir-
cumstance of the persecation of the baron, and the bints he had thrown out,
served to recall many observations that at different times had been made
use of by her uncle inadvertantly, which at the time she had considered
strange, but being uvnable to form any conception of the meaning of them,
she had soon forgotten ;—now, however, they weve all restored to her
memory, and combined with other events, induced her to believe that there
really was some mystery attached to her birth which her uncle had particulag
soasons for concealing. Of her parents, she had not the least recvllection,
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aqd she now remembered the agitation Mr. Woodfield bad ever betrayed
whenever she happened te mention her father and mother, and the anxiety
be evinced to evade the subject. Then again she thought upon ber several
@Adventures with Kata of the ruins, and the statemeat she bad made upon their
first meeting, *‘¢Rat she was mot swhat she scomed to e ;™ and all these ¢ircum-
Stances combined served to confirm her the more in her sermises. But what
could be the myatery of ber birth ? was not Mr. Woodfield really rolatod
ta bher? who were her parents?—did they still live P—or what had been their
fate? These perploxing thoughts harrassed bor mind, and she ia vain endea-
voured to come to some satisfactory conclusion.

Tired at longth with rumioation, and being not at all disposed to seek her
souch, she arose, and walked ta the window. It was now quite daylight, and
the morning hreeze breathed refreshingly in upon her from between the iron
bars, the window being up. It was a lovely morning, and the scenery, which
the window commanded a full view of, was brilliant, with the first effulgent
beams of the morning’s sun. Angelina, in the contemplation of the wild bat
picturesque beauties around, lost for a while the remembrance of her own
troubles, and the critical situation in which she was placed, and being an
eathusiastic admirer of natare in all its phases, she dwelt with a feeling of
delight apon the objects that met her view, and which momentarily expanded
jnto more loveliness, as the radiance of the sun increased. The birds were
carolling forth -their sweetest songs, and the flowers breathed their most
delicious perfume, and as Angelina inhaled their odour, ber mind felt composed
and refreshed.

While sbe still ataod at the window, she imagined she beheld the figure of a
wan in the distance, which seemed to be approaching in the direction of the
tower. Another second convinced her that she had not been deceived, for
the man hastily advanced, until she was enabled more narrowly to trace his
person, and as she did so, it struck her as being familiar to her. Her heart
throbbed with an indefinable sensation as this idea crossed her mind, which
was not a little increased, as the form came nearer. At length it was bhid
from ber view by the wall which separated the gardens from the country
Peyond. But it was not long ere it was once more presented to her obser-
vation, and sha was not a little surprised when she beheld it scaling the
wall, and the next instant it alighted in the grounds, and after looking can-
tiously around him, as if to ascertain whether any person was observing bim,
be approached along the psth upon which the window where ous heroine was
standing immediately looked. As he advanced, Angelina was the more con-
fident that she bad seen him before, and a strange trembling came over
ber, which she in vain tried to vanguish. .

At length he came almost immediately beneath the window, and afier
reconnoitring for a while, raised his head, and what was the astonishment and
agitation of Angelina, when she recognised in his expressive features, those
of the stranger, the smuggler captain, from whom she bad already received such
services.

The maiden’s heart leaped with a mingled sensation of surprise and delight.
‘What could bave brought him to that spot? Was it possible that he could
bave beard where she was. confined, and had come to release her? Butina
moment she discarded this idea as preposterous, How was he to discover
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where she was, and why should be take such an interest in what befel howm,
after the manner in whbich she had repulsed bis adv. ? She sighed, ands
never did she feel moge severely the pain of her confinement, Would that be-
could see her, but that was impossible, or that she could adopt any method
of letting him know in what pact of the building she was confined, but that,
was equally unavailable ; besides, if it were even in her power so to do, pru-
dence would have forbidden her doing so (o a stranger, and especially one,,
who from what she had seen, she had a right to suspect was & man of question-.
‘sble character. Quick agaip aa lightning, these thoughts evaporated and made-
room for others of a contrary description ;—bad be mot promised to protect
ber, and was not any situation than the one in which she was now placed,
and the danger which threatened ber, preferable ?—~Xesl—But in what way,
could she apprise bim that she was confined in the toser, and direct bls,
attention to the exact part of the fabric she inhabited? 8he looked anxiously,
ip both apartments, but in neither could sbe perceive a pen and.ink, and she did,
got dare venture to call, for fear that some. of the creatures of the Baron de
Morton shonld be listening, and the actipn should. not only immediately. decide.
ber fate, but consign him to punishinent. In this state of mind, the feelings.
of the hapless maiden may be very readily imggined ;. bu she knew not iow
to act. Oh, that she gould attract his attention. to the window at which she-
‘'was standing, then womld hope revive in her bosom, but as if. to mock her.
‘wishes, he seemed to ¢xamine every casement but the right one.. Having ap-
‘parently walked round the. bulldin;. be returned to the same spat again, and:
after the lapse of a second, seemed sbout to quit the place, which Ange-.
Yoa percelving, was wotnd, up to a pitch of agony and impatience quite.
intolerable, and once more casting ber eyes. around the room, she beheld:
a small piece of wood, which had been broken off one of the legs of the table.
Thioking to attract his attention, she p‘lr,kea it up and threw it from, the wind-.
dow, angd it fell just by his feet. It bad the desired effect; Hugh Clifford,
(as be had denominated himself, to Mr. Woodfleld), observed ij, and imme~
diately runuing forth a few yards from the tower, looked up, and. directly
observed our heroine.

We will not endeavour to describe the emotion evinced by Hugh Clifford:
spon recognizing Angelisa. Ho stood for a few seconds as if bewildered, then,
‘suddenly waving his band, and bowing with infinite grace, he tarned and left,
‘the place with much precipitation. When hé bad got but a short distance from,
the spot, be again turned round, and, weved his hand to Angelina, then leaping
over the wall, was soon hid from the sight. Our heroine iu a transport of joy
and gratitude, left the window, and throwing berself on ber knees poured forth,
eor thanks to Providence for the. circumstance which again inspired ber heart.
with hope.

' 8he arose from her knees, and then began to question herself what reason she.
bad to rejoice so much at seeing the stranger ? How could he assist ber, and,
why should he trouble himself to do so? But then again what bad brought,
#m to the tower at such a singular hour? Again did her most sanguime
nopes revive ; yes, he had by some means elicited in whose power she was, and
where she was confined, and had come with n determination to restore her to
liberty. Already did her heart overflow with gratitude towards the hand-
sowe stranger, and she involuntarily breathed a sigh as she thought upon him,
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She took forth the miniature he had dropped, from her bosom, and thén ghe dis.
covered that a small locket which she always had suspended from her neck
was missing. The locket was a very curious one, and her uncle had always
enjoined her to take particular care of it, as he said it was one which had
belonged to her parents. She knew that she bad it in ber possession when shé
#ft the place of her incarceration to attempt to escape from the tower, and
consequently, she must have dropped it on the way.

This discovery caused our herolne considerable uneasiness and vexation; for
she had no means of recovering it, and should it fall into the power of any
of the ruffians, she knew not what might be the consequences.

The adventure of the morning had, bowever, somewbat revived ber hopes;
and she endeavoured to tranquillise ber mind, but this was a mach mere
difficult task than she bad apprehended, for she was surrounded by so many
dangers that before any assistance could bé rendered her, if such indeed were
intended, her fate might be decided.

Nothing particular occurred ¢o ber that morning, and she continned to
sit at the window and watch the expanding beauties of the young morn, until
she was aroused by hearing the key turn in the outer door of her apartments;
then the bolts were withdrawn,. and just as her heart was beating with ap-
prebension, ber astonishment and gratification were not a little excited, when
the door opened, and Bridget entered, bringing with her, her morning’s repast.

Angelina could not belp expressing by ber looks the pleasure she felt at
again seeing the good-vatured domestic, wbo, for her part, plainly showed
that she experienced the same feelings.

« T was fearfal that you had been uubjecled to some species of cruelty for
your kindness to me,” observed Angelina,

¢ As for that matter, Miss,” replied Bridget, ¢ I have been harshly gnough
treated by Rufus; but that is nothing new to me. But I am fearful almost to
speak, for I know not who may be watching me, and listening to what I say.”

Bridget now closed the door, and preceded our heroine to the inner
apartment, where she spread the repast on a table, and requested her to
partake of it. Angelina could not bhelp remarking that Bridget appeared
agitated, and that she wanted to say something, but was yet afraid to speak.
After a pause, bowever, and having looked carefully into the frontroom, and
gone to the door and listened, she returned to the room in which she had left
our heroine, and said in a low voice :— ’

¢ How foolish you were, Miss, to take advantage of the neglect and forgete
fulness of Rufus last night, and to try to effect your escape from this place.
Why, it would be a matter of impossibility for any one to do so who was not
thoroughly acquainted with the tower, for there are so many intricate wind-
ings. Besides, what could you bave done alone, if even you had got outside
this building, so far away from home as you are, amid strangers, and ina
place where the emissaries of the Baron are in every hole and corner P”

Angelina sighed.

¢ Alas!” she exclaimed, * I did no more than what any ether person would
bave done under similar circumstances. What a terrible fate is mine, and the
uncertainty of it renders it still more fearful.”

“ I can but repeat what I have before assured you,” said Bridget,  namely
that I pity you from the bottom of my heart, and God knows, if it were
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4in my power,—but,—I fear, Miss, that the attempt you made will but e=-
asperate the baron the more, when he comes to hear of it!’
* # Was it not all through the carelessness of your husband ?*’ said Angelina,
hastily,  and dv you not think it is far from probable that ke will make the
baron acquainted with it 2*

“He cannot Welp doing so,”” answered Bridget, ¢ a circumstance has oc-
curred, which will compel hiin to reveal evéry particular, otherwise he might
have been induced to have hidden it from his knowledge, for fear of his
displeasuré!”’

6 Ah!" ejaculated the maident, eagerly, * to what circumstance do you
ulinde

Bridget once more went on tip-toe to the door cf the front room, nnd listened
a minute or two ; then retiirning to the chamber, she said in a whisper to An-
gelioa :—

“ Did you not lose something last night, when endeavouring to escape from
the tower "’

s 1 did,” bastily answered our heroine, ** what of tiat

%]t was a locket, was it not ?**

“True, true,” replied the maiden, *“ and ote that I prised inore than
anything else ¥ possessed in theé world, for it was the only sad memento I
possessed of my poor parents.’’

“*Tis strange !"” observed Bridget thoughtfully, * what could be the cause
of bis violent emotion "

¢ Of whom do you speak?” demanded Angelina, with mnch agitation,
% oh, pray inform me I”’

¢ T speak of Rufus,”” answered Bridget; *‘ one of the ruffians who seized you
in the vaults beneath the tower, found the locket you had dropped, (which X
suppose got disengaged from your neck in the struggle,) and brought it to
him, and no sooner did he behold it than he became very pale, and looked at
it so wildly, that I thought he would have gone mad. ¢ 'Tis—'tis the same,’
be murmured, unable to remove his eyes from it, ¢ though so many years have
elupsed, I cannot be mistaken. The baron must be made acquainted with
this discovery without delay.' Then perceiving me in the room, he gave me
some gruff salute, in his usual way, and hastily quitted the place, and soon
afterwards the tower, to go to the baron, 1 have no doubt; who will, I dare
8ay, return to the tower with him before long.”’ .

Angelina shuddered. .

 Good God!™ she cried, * where will this mystery end—for what am I
destined

“You say the locket was the gift of your parents?” said Bridget, nfter a
pause, * pardon me, Miss, but who might they be ”

* % I never knew them,” answered Angelina, they died when I was an
infant, and I was left to the protection of my uncle, Mr. Woodfield.”

“And was Woodfield the name of your father and mother, Miss?” in-
quired Bridget. Angelina answered in the aflirmative, and added :—

“ Why the locket should cause your busband so much apparent emotion I
cannot imagine; would that the Almighty would solve this painful mystery,
and release me from this state of doubt and apprehension ; certainty would
not be half so terrible as this suspense.”
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“1T wish I could assist yous indeed I do,’’ said Bridget, earnestly, * alas{
much 1 fear the baron intends you no good, and—*

 Oh, do not hesitate, for God's sake do not 1’ supplicited our Nerdine, in
a tone bordering on distractios, ¢ If you kndw anything; suspect anything, in
pity do not conceail it from me."

“1 know nothing,’’ replied Bridget; looking fearfully aroutid her, ‘* What
should I know, but —"

“ What, ho! Bridget,” at that moment exciaimed & ecarse veice, are
you going to stand there all the day ?”

«“JItis the voice of Martin,’ said Bridget; with terror; ¢ thé man who
slways has the charge of the tower when wy husband is absent: I hope he
bas not overhedrd what I have beén talking about; or—but I mast go—I wiil
come again by-and-bye, if possible.”

As the domestic thus spoke, she was about to leave the room; but percéiving
the earnest looks of supplication which Angelina fixed upon her, she turned
back, and id a whisper scarcely audible, she said :—

¢¢ Examine the portrait.”

She then without uttering another word qnuitted the apartments, and left cur
fteroine in a state of perplexity and astonishment, which we feel at a loss pro-
perly to describe.

No. 11
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CHAPTER XIX.

For a fow seconds after Bridget had quitted the room, Aagelina was so
overcome by the mystery of her words and manners, that she was quite
incapable of moviog; but to the danger of her situation she was too sensibly
alive. But how was she to escape from it! Who was there to assist her?

" True, she had seen the bandsome stranger who had two or three times be-
fore been her preserver, but had he the power, if even he had the will, te
rescue ber?  He might, to be sure, by letting her friends know of ber situation,
enable them to demand in a court of justice, ber delivery to them, and bring
him to punishment for the outrage he had committed ; but alas! long before
that could be accomplished, ber doom might be sealed. She thought upon the
alarm, the trepidation evinced by Bridget, and then the words she had made
use of at parting, recurred to her :=—*t Bxamine the portrait,”” and she became
still more lost in bewildermont. In situations of danger, however, the most
trifling circumstance which creates hope, is seized upon with avidity, and
Angelioa experienced these feelings, and was about to do as Bridget had de-
sired her, and had walked towards the portrait, when ber footsteps were
suddenly arrested by hearing the sound of the rumbling of carriage wheels
in the court yard, She therefore hastened to the casement, and beheld the
Baron De Morton alight, followed by his faithfal myrmidon, the villain Rufus,
and immediately hurried into the tower. A cold sweat came over our heroine
when she again saw the baron, and recalled to her memory what had taken
place on their last interview, gnd the threats he bad then held out. She stood
for awhile immoveable ; then finding that all remained quiet in the tower, she
became more composed, and as every moment, she imagined, might be pre-
cious, she bastened towards the portrait. She paused as she stood before
it, and could not, in spite of the state of distraction her mind was in, belp
admiring the beauty of the painting. 8o great had been the talent that the
artjst had displayed wpon it, that it almost appeared to be imbued with Ilife,
and the eyes, in particular, seemed to beam upon the maiden an expression of
encouragement. Hope again suddenly took possession of her bosom, and'she
proceeded in her scarch with greater spirit than could bave been expected.
She scrutinised the painting minutely, examined every part of it, the can-
vass, the frame, but still she saw nothing to gratify her curlosity, and she
was about to give it up in despair, when suddenly her hand fell upon some cold
and hard substance in the side of the frame, and upon looking more closely
into it, she perceived what appeared to be a small bruss spring. Sbe pressed
with all her might upon it, and in an instant the painting, frame and all,
glided back without the slightest noise, and Angelina was completely thun-
derstruck when a spacious apartment met her view

Filled with astonishment, Angelina stepped into the apartment and gazed
around her. It was very handsomely furnished, and seemed to have been but
recently occupied. The wainscot was of oak, pannelled, and richly carved, and
several portraits and views executed in the most skilful style, were bung




THE MYSTERY OF ST. MARK 8 ABBEY, 83

around. The floor was richly carpeted, the tables Were of highly~polished
mabogany ,inlaid with mother of pear] ; the chairs and sofa were covered with
rich crimson damask, and arranged on :helves on one side of the apartment,
were a namber of books in elegant bindings.

Angelina could scarcely believe the evidence of her eyes, and stood for a
few moments in utter amazement. For what purpose could she have been
Placed 50 near this room, and who bad been its occupant or occupants, she
was at a loss to conjecture. The discovery, however, by no means displeased
her, for if she was doomed to remain a prisoner within those gloomy walls,
heore was a change, and something to lighten the tediousness and melancholy of
ber Incarceration. But then she remembered the pecullar empbasis with which
Bridget bad uttered the words, * Examine the Portrait;” and at the same
time the deep solemnity of her countenance, which seemed to imply that she
bad every thing to dread; besides, she had told her that * she feared the
baron jntended her no good,” and, consequently, she concladed that she had
directed her attention to the apartment for some purpose which she could not
at present fathom, but it was evident that it was not as a means of escape,
for here she was as much confined aa in the adjoining rooms; true, she
saw a door on the other side of the apartment, but it waslocked, and therefore
she had no means of effecting an escape that way.

; In vain endeavouring to fathom this mystery, our heroine advanced to-
wards the library, and was about to take a book from the shelf, when she was
startled by hearing a loud nolise like the banging of ‘a door, which seemed to
proceed from no great distance from her. She trembled and looked around
her, expecting to see some one in the apartment, but all was the same as
when she entered it. That she was not mistaken, she was certain ; and shortly
afterwards, as she listened with breathless anxiety and curiosity, the could
plainly distinguish the murmuring of voices, which evidently proceeded from
that side of the apartment on which the door was. Our heroine, more snrprised
than ever, approached, oa tiptoe, the door, and with an emotion almost
insupportable, she stooped and peeped through the key-hole. For asecond
or so she eould not clearly distinguish any particular objects, but at length
she observed that the room beyond was very small, and apparently entirely
of stone, and contained bat little furniture. But ber attention was soon wholly
engrossed by two objects that bad at first been bidden from her view, and
who now advanced towards the table. It was the Baron de Morton and
Rufus; the former held something in his hand, upon which he was intently
gaziog, and by the colour of the ribbon which bung from it, Angelina had not
the least doubt but that it was the locket which she bad lost.

The baron at length raised his bead, and she could perceive an expression
of unusual agitation in his strongly-lived features. He folded his arms a
moment, and traversed the room hastily, as if buried in deep and painfal reflec-
ton, then he returned to the table again, at which his faithfal myrmidon was
standing, and once more fixed his eyes earnestly on the locket.

“ Rufus,” at length he uttered, ¢‘fit is the sames apd this at once con-
firms our suspicions—this is the very locket I have seen worn by Algernonl
The truth is now evident, and_this pretended peasant’s brat—this girl whose
beauty bas caused such a semzation ainong the young men in the neigbbougs -
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bood where she has resided, is her whom I thought was long since moulde red
to dust, the hated offspring of —*

“Trae,” lnterrupted Rufus;—I knew this locket in a moment, and there

cannot any longer be a doubt but that she is the girl we suspect.” *
« “Curses light upon the arm that failed in its office |’ exclaimed the baron,
goashing his teeth, and stamping on the floor with rage ; ‘‘ no wander my heart
throbhed, and my hlood froze to ice, when I first beheld hoy!—When I gased
upen her featares, an ocean of blood seemeg to rall at my feot, and the screams
of the murdered to ring in my ears! RBut by what sirange means conld she
bave oscaped the doath to which she was doomed, and which I believed ta
have been accomplishud 2"

¢ 1 cannot imagine,” repliod the rufan, * for § could swear that ”
Angelina could not catch the rempinder of the sentence, and presently the
baron exclabned,~

¢ Peelings, horrors thst had long lain dormant, are by this dhsovor,y opce
more aroused, and consclenge ——"

* Psba! my lord,” cried Rufus, * gonscicace §s & bughear that nome bug
fanatics and old women will encourage.”

“ Think you, Rufus,” returncd thp haran—*‘ think you that I can look
upon this girl, whose likeness to my victim is 20 powerful, that } could scarcely
belisye but that she once more atood before me, and not foel that I am
wretch, a villain, 8 —"

“The cant of priestcraft,” sneered the ruffan, * unwagthy the Barop de
Morton. Come, come, no more of this; is not the girl in yeur power, and
the arm which has ance failed, may at laat he sugcessful.”

* Bat yet so young, so lovely tao;” uttpred the baron, #s he onge more
gazed upon the locket, and sighed deeply.

“How long is it since compamion befure found a place in the breast of
the Baron de Morton ?”’ scornfully and sarcastically observed Rufasj ‘ bug
this is only a waste of time ; it is nocessary for the safoty of us both that the
girl shosld die 1"

“ Bot should her friends discover who are ber murderers i"”—said the

% Friends " repeated Rufus,** what friend bhas she but Woodfield, and by
fs too poor, too powerless to cause you any apprehension; it is not impro-
bable that hp will bp o glad to get rid of the incumbrange, to take much
trouble sbout {t.”

“ I know not that,” ohserved the baron, ‘‘ and judeed | like not that same
Woodfield ; there is something in his air gnd behaviour that gonyinces me he
was oot born in the humble station he now occupies. The answers he gave
at the interview I had with him, were hold and independant, and there was a
nobleness in his bearing, which seemed t0 sink me into insignificance. He ob-
stinately refused to gratify my curiosity on the nnb)ect of Angelina, when [
pressed him so to do, and a3 he fixed his eyp upon me with an expressiun
of hatred and contempt, there was somethjng in his glance which made me
tremble, and which I was confident was familjar to me. I would that this
business could be accomplished without the shedding of more blood; weuld
not all fear be at an end if we were to kepp ber closely confined within this
tower for the remainder of her days "

¢‘Her death would be the surest and safest way of preventin‘ nuy accidents
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occurring,' answered Rufus ;—* and for my part, I cannat see why you should
hesitate. I will myself perform the deed, and suspicion cannot light upon us,
No one knows, except ourselves, that she is in our power, and what motive
could they imagine that you could have for committing sech an outrage ?

_ No person would ever know whether she was living or dead, for, afier the
deed is accomplished, let ber body be consigned to the deep, and then—"

The terrified Angelina could not listen to any more that passed, for the agony
of ber feelings overcame her, and she sunk insensible in a chair.

When she again became conscious, it was several moments before she conid
tollect ber thoughts sufficiently to recall the conversation she had overheard
or remember where she was; but when she did, to what a state of horror was
she awakened |-t was evident now that her fate was sealed, and she had no
means of evading it~—8he looked around her, clasped her burning temples,
then wrung her hands in despair }—Was there no way for ber to avoid a
f:‘:; :O'brﬂhlo 1-=Agd mgst she, 80 young — fall beneath the murderer's

et

* Oh, merciful God{" she exclgimed in a paroxysm of anguish, “in Theo
alone is my trust $—oh, do not forsake me in the hour of need !

8he again listened at the door—bat all was stiil. 8he looked through the
key-hole, byt the harou and the wretch Rufus had left the room.—8he threw
horself upon her koees, and covering her face with her bands, for awhile, is
the intensity of hor sufferings, became lost to everything around ber.

At length she arose, and returned to her chamber, closing the secret does
after her. Buch were the multiplicity of racking ideas that crowded upon her
imagination, that she counld with dificulty arrange them into anything like
order, 50 as to ruminate on ber perilous situation. One moment she gave ber-
solf up to the most violent despair, and the next & ray of hope would dart
across her mind, when she remembered that the baron seemed to relent.
Ob, yes j—hs might spare her—he would—bhe never could take away the
life of one so young, who even if she was the daugh er of the person he secmed
to suspect, had never injured him. Villain, as she really thought him to be,
she could never believe that he could be monster enough to perpetrate such a
erime.—Then the circumstancg of her seeing the handsome young stranger re-
turned to her recoliection.~‘* Ho saw mo—he bowed to me”—she said ;—
¢ he will assist me—I feel assured he will. Ob, I will not yet despair 1”
Aguin she threw berself wpon her knees, and implored the protection ef
Heaven, but she was seddealy aroused, by bearing a noise frem the apart-
ment she had just quitted, and she had only just time to spring upon her feet,
when the portrait was elid back, and the Baron de Morton entered, his eyes
darting fury, and his cheeks flushed, evidently from the effects of wine.

& Mercy { mercy I”’ screamed Angelina, in tones of the utmost agony, as
sbe threw herself on her knees, and looked up piteously and imploringly in
bis face 7—** Ob, spare me, my lord I”

The baron scemed startied by her words, and gazed upon ber earnestly for
a moment, without speakings but then, as a fearful expremsion overspread
his features, he exclaimed in a hoarse voice t=—

¢ Ah! ’twas thus she spoke—those were ber last words—her very toues!
and as | gase upon this girl the—but fool that I am, it was not for this X
came here.~Gir), answer me ; no deceit—remember, your life is in my bands,

.
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and I will leara the truth }—Know you this locket " Holding befere her eyes
the one she had lost. '

 Ob, my lord I” ejaculated our beroine, tears of terror chasing each other
rapidly down ber cheeks, * of what——""

¢¢ No.hesitation girl, this locket—* .

¢« Belongs to me, my losd ;* answered the alarmed maiden, still clasping

‘er hands, and looking: wp in his face with the most earnest supplication j—
¢ the locket is mine.”
! «Aht your own is f1?" ctied the Baron, his cyes seeming to flash fire
and his whole frame violently agitated )~ and from whom did you re-
celve it 2" .
. Angolina tried %o anewer, but hek foelings overpowercd her, and she
could not. .

“ Obstinate wretch I” exclaimed the Baron in a voice of vehement pas.
sion, at the same time clasping her arm savagely ;—* will you persist ln not
answering me
« « Jt was the gift of my parents; but oh, for the love of Heaven—"

s The gift of your parems I cried De Morton, his body dreadfully com-
vulsed with rage; ‘““ah! then it is true — yes, the certainty flaghes upon my
brain !—Fiends of bell surround me, and urge me od to the bloady deed !—
Die detested offspring of—"

The Baron held a dagger in his hand, which as he thus spoke was ralsed
n the air to stiike the fatal blow, when suddenly Rufup rusbed in from. the
secret entfance, and arresting bis arm, exclaimed 1— . .

* ¢« Hold, my lord1 Not now! not now "’

Slave 1" shoatod the enraged Baron,—* why am I interrnpted 2.

' & Danger threatens us from withouty” was the answer of Rufus, “ do mot
delay, my lord”” And without saying amother word, the ruffian drew the
daggeor from his master's hand, and forcibly led bim away, and Angelina over-
tome with terror, fell prostrate on the floor, and became insensible.

- Overpowered by what she had suffered from terror and despair, Angelina
for some time after the Baron and his creature had quitted the room, re~
mained in & state of unconsciousness, and when she did recover ber semses,.
she found herself reclining on tbe couch, and Bridget standing by her bed-
side, anxiously watching her. .

* Ah!” she exclaimed, looking wildly round the apartment, as if she
expected to encountcr some dreadful form, ¢ where am I 3~~am I still alivel
—where is Ae, the murderer, the—"" )

* * Hush; for goodness sake, Miss, said Bridget ¢ pray endeavour t¢ eompose
yourself for the present, you have nothing to fear.”

‘"% For the present; returned our heroine, *for the present you say, but
oh, who shall save me from his future wrath " . .

Bridget did not answer directly, but seemed to be hesitating whether or

ot she should divaige something of which she was the depository. .
* «Jf you would only endeavour to calm your feelings, Miss,” she :at length
,aid, in tones that scarcely amounted to more than a whisper,—¢* if you
would only erdeavour to calm your feelings, I could tell something which
Hould show you that you still have some cause to hope to rescue yourself
from the power of the Baron de Mortoa !’
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‘ Ah! say you so P’ eagerly demanded Aungelina s < Oh, do ‘not deceive
me ;—do not play with my feelings, but tell me at once what—""

‘“ For Heaven’s sake, Miss,” said Bridget, looking fearfully aroond her,
¢ do be more cautious in what you say, for should we be overheard, not
oaly would all chance of your ealargement be at an end, but both our lves
would be sure to be sacrificed.~If you will abide by what I shatl advise,
and do not act rashly, before the moraiag, I have mo doubt You will be at
liberty.”

* Delightfol word!” suld Angeliva In a volce of. extacy ;—"Ilt can
you speak seriously or ard you onlys——"

¢ What interest could it be for me ¢0 deceive youw, Miss i’ interrupted
Bridget reproachfully ¢  but you will soon be convinced of the sincerity of
my words—listen—I have something to relate to you which it is necessary
you should know, in order that you may understand the circumstances that
have led to what I am commissioned to inform you of.”

Our berolne descended from the bed, drew a chair close to where Bridget
was about te sit, and prepared to listen to ber with the greatest anxiety and
impatience, Bridget first closed the outer door, and having looked into
the secret apartment, to be certain that no one was concealed there, re-
turned to Angelina, amd taking a eseat by her side, began as follows:—

¢ You must know, Miss, or perkaps you do know, that there is a cele-
brated smuggler about these parts, called Captain Clifford, or Hugh Clifford,
which is the name he chooses fo go by, though I have heard that it is not bis
right one ; however, that’s nothing at all te do with my present sgbject.”’

% Js the person of whom you speak, a yvoung man ?” interrupted Angelina,
eagerly.

¢¢ Yes, indeed is be,’ replied Bridget, ¢ nd a handsome young man toos
with features so mild yet dignified 3 eyes so bright, and enough to pierce
you through, and & form so (all, and se graceful, that 1 do not woander he
should bave made so many conquests of the young damscis’ bearts.”

% [t must be him ; obeerved our heroine.

¢ Oh, then you do know him," said Bridget inquiringly, ‘‘ and lherefore he
did not deceive' me 2?

. ¢ 1 think I have seen the individual of whom you speak,’” retnmpd Apge-
lina with a blush, and a copfused manner.

¢¢ Think—ah, there is no thinking in the matter ;** remarked Bridget; ¢ tho
whole of it is, that you need not be ashamed to acknowledge that you know
Captain Clifford, for, although he is a smuggler, there is not a more noble
man in existence, and, for my part, I do not see any. particular erime in what
he does; and he has been drivea to it by misfortune, and not by choice.
He is one of the most generous benefactors to the poor, (whom he com-
siders deserving of relief), that ever existed.

‘At any rate you seem to know him,” said Angelina,

*“ Ah, Miss, you are 1ight there, replied Bridget, * when Rufus gained
the of my | ts, to make me his wife, a young man, to whom I
bad been fondly attached, and who loved me sincerely in return, was so cut
up at the circumstance, that he left his regular employment, and joined the
crew belonging to one of Captain Clifford’s vessels ; poor Jerome ; it was a
cruel thing on the part of my parents to force me to marry 3 man against my
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will; bat then théy weré decefved by bim, for, in spite of ks habitual
black looks, Rufss knows how te dissemble.” .

¢¢ And bavé you never heard wilo this Hugh Clifford, as be is called, acta-
ally is1” inyuired our horoine, whose beart was so deeply ieterested in the
actount Brid‘p!m giving, that she forgot for & while the mord important
information which slie was %0 sager to gain.

¢ Why, there are various repetts upen that subjocts,” aiswered the servant;
“bat it is the gentral bellef that ke is the son of somle Preat gentieman, who
for particular reasons; has discarded him ;—but no sac that 1 davé bhierd of,
bas cver yet questioned him upon, or hiated at such a subject.

“ He fs very rich, aad is suppesed to have wealth secreted in all parts of the
country, and be manages matiers so tioverly, that be bas pever yot béets de-
tected, and may be said to carry on bhis fllegal trafic with impunity. They
do say, that the priacipal porties of Ns propetty s deposited is ssthe secret
place n or noar the ruing of 8t. Mark’s Abbey, from the neighbonthood of
which yous was taken § aad they say Alsw thut Kots of the Ruins, (whe is @ par-
ticular friead of the Captain's, and is sald to be posessed of supersatural
powers), kas put a spell upoo the place ; lor, although the ruins have been
scarched by the oficers several times, and not & corner beea loft unexplored,
they have never been able to find out the smuggler's retreat, although they
are certain it is on that spot.”’

% Kate of the ruins,” repeated our beroine, * and is that What they call the
mysterious weman, who has made those ancient ruins ber place of abode ?*

s 1t is," answered Bridget, * and there is as much mystery attached to
ber, as to the emuggier Ceptain. She has beon known to inhabit that place
for many years; I have been told, that every person in the neighbourhood is
afrald of her, aithough she has never been known to do any harm to any body.
Seme look upon her as a supernatural being, and others as a wretched maniac;
but 1 think that she s in some way or the other connected with Clifford, or'she
would not take such a deep interest in his fate as she dods~~Brt, dear me;
1 am straying frem my subject.—Well, Miss, as I was going to say, early this
morning I took a walk down to the cliffs, and on my way, who should I meet
bot poor Jerome ?—Thea I knew that Clifford was in the neighibourhood, and
(1 don’t know what could put such a thought into my bead,; ) I began to
think that there might yet be some chance of saving you from the fate whick
threatened you, and in spite of the risk I should run in so doing, 1 was deter-
mined to do all that laid in my power to assist yous; for I could view but
with horror and abhorrence, the persecution to which you are so unjustly
subjected. ¥ need not describe my meeting with Jerome, but 1 was not &
little surprised when he informed me that he was about to lurk in the vicinity
of the tower, for the very purpose of seeing me. He requested that I wonld
accompany him to the vessel, as Hugh Clifford wished to see me on a matter
of the utmost importance. At first 1 refuged, for I considered I should be
acting imprudently; but Jerome so stromgly urged me to comply with his
request, that I could no longer resist, and accordingly went on beard,
where I saw the Captain, and another person with him, who I was informed

was your uncle, Miss.”

¢ My uncle !” reiterated Angelina, with astonishment.

¢ Yes, Miss, your uncle,” said Bridget, *“ I feel positive it was him,

-
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because he spoke so affectionately of you, and seemed to be in such a vie-
lent state of agitation. Well, Miss, to make as. short of my stay as possible, [
was soon made acquainted that the object of Captain. Clifford, in wishing to
see me, was (o endeavour to prevail npon me to aid them fn eflecting
your liberation from the tower, for they said they were well aware that you
was there confined. Notwithstanding the danger I should runm, it did not
take many minutes to gain my acquaintance 3 the stratagem was as quickly
contrived, and then your uncle wrote this note, which I promised to deliver
to you.”

Angelina eagerly snatched the mote from Bridget's hand, and opening it,
read in the well-known characters of Mr. Woodfield, the following werds:—

- & Dearest Angelina, do not despair, your liberation is at hand. Bridget
will inform you of the plot we have formed, and you will be pleased to abide
entirely by her directions. At midnight, you will meet me and a stranger,
but a sincere friend, till which time, my dear child, Heaven protect and bless
you, is the fervent prayer of your affectionate uncle.”

In a transport of extacy Angelina pressed the note to her lips, and tears
of joy chased each other down her cheeks, then turning to Bridget, she said ;—

«¢ But what is the stratagem you have devised ?”

¢¢ It is simply this,”” answered Bridget ;—*T shall have to attend upon
you, and when we think that all is secure in the tower, you are to change
clothes with me, and pass out by the way 1 shall direct you, and, taking

a secret passage which is well known to me, you will find your uncle and

No. 12
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Cliffurd waiting for you, who will immediately sonduct you to the vessel, and
before daylight, you will be far enough away from this bated place. Once on
board the smuggler's vemel, you meed not be under any apprehension, for his
power is as much dreaded as if he were a most formidable enemy.”

“But hew know you that before the time you speak of, it may not be
too late; and that the Baron may not bave accomplished his inhumean
purpose

¢ Neither the Baron or Rufus are at present in the tower,” said Bridget
in reply, “and I am certain they will mot return before to.morrow. When
¥ returned from the vessel, [ observed Rufus, who had come by another way,
and had evidently been watcbing the vessels. He did not perceive me, and I
secreted myself until after 1 bad seen him depart from the spot some time,
and to take the direction to return home, when 1 followed bim. On my arrival
here, I found Rufus and the Baron in a state of great excitement, which
was no doubt occasioned by what the latter had seen, Scon afterwards they
both left together, after baving first laid the strictest injunctions on me and
the fellows left behind, to look marrowly after the security of the prisoner.
Bat now, [ have explained every thing, and I must beg of you, Miss, to
endeavour to act with as much firmness and caution as you possibly can. I
must leave yoa for the present, in case the suspicions of the ruffians below
should be aroused from my long absencey at night I will see you again.”

“ But my dear, good creature,” ejaculated Angelina, * what will become
of you?—will not all the blame——"

¢“Oh, fear not for me, I pray,”” intermpted Bridget, * great as will
be tha risk I know I shail run, the Almighty who knows the justice of
my intentions, will watch over and protect me from any barm that may
threaten me.” - .

‘* Kind bearted woman, never, never shall I be able to repay you for
this;” said Angelina, but Bridget heard it not, for she had hastily quitted
the room, and our heroise was once more left alonme.

CHAPTER XX.

" Unusnally long and tedious seemed to be the hours that intervened hetween
the time that the kind-hearted Bridget had quitted the apartment of our heroine,
and the hour she had promised to return to her once more, to open to ber the
gates of liberty !—Liberty ! oh, what heavenly music did that sound seem to
impart to her ear; should she thed once more breathe the pure air unre-
strained, uncorfined ? Should she again be restored t0 her dear friends? Oh,
how bitterly they must have suffered during her absence, and what pains, what
untiring paine they must bave used, to discover the place of her concea'ment
then her thoughts reverted to the handsome stranger, Hugh Clifford, as
Bridget had described him, and she could not help feeling a strong senti-
ment of gratitude towards him, for it was evident that he felt a deep
interest in her fate, and was doubtless instrumental in the attempt to re-
lease her ; but how her father and him had become acquainied, she was totally
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unable to imagine. As her thoughts wese thus occupied, she umconsciously
took forth from her bosom the mimiature of Hugh, and fixing her eyes ear-
nestly upon it, sighed deeply, as sbe observed—

“ It is a pity that one so youag, so generous,and so,—so bandsome, should
follow such a lawless course I”

A deep blush suffused the msiden’s chesks, as she found herself dwelling
upon this subject, and she mentally asked herself why a thought as to Hugh's
circumetances or pleasure, should enter her mind ? Oh, Love, almighty power,
bhow s0on you gain the stronghold of the lieart's affections !

Many were the prayers that Angelina offered up to Heaven, that afternoon
for success iu the stratagem.which bad been formed to release her from incar-
oeration, and that no harm might befal those who were attempting to rescue
her; and her mind fluctuated painfully betweea hapeo and fear. She counted
every stroke that fell upon the bell of the old tower clock ; and oftentimes list-
emed im the secret closet, thinking she heard voices, or that some one waus
pacing the apartments beyond; but all remained still, and at length darkness
fell upon the earth, and the wind howled dismally along the different avenues of
the building. Angelioa stirred her fire, and re-trimmed the lamp, and she then
teok up a book to endeawbur to dimipate the tediousness of waiting for the re-
turn of Bridget; but her mind was too much harassed for her to fix her atten-
tion upon the contents.

As hour after hour passed away, and still Bridget did not make ber appeare
ance, the heart of Angelina sunk with disappointment and impatience, and she
began to think that she had deceived her, and had -omly been sporting with
her feelings; but the next moment she banished the thought, and reproached
berself for baving eatertained such a suspicion; and she bad scarcely done so,
when she heard the key turning in the lock of the onter door; bolt after bolt
was withdrawn, and directly afterwards, while the heart of our heroine was
threbbing violeatly fn her bosom, with mingled feslings of hope and doubt,
the door flew back on its hinges, and Bridget enteréd, bearing-a tray on which
were wine and provisivns, Bhe first placed the latter on the table, after
motioning Angelina to silence, and then fastening the door again, in a whisper
requested her to follow her to the inner apartment.

¢ Ne doubt you thought I wae never a coming,” said she, in a low veice,
*bat [ could not help it; the fellows befow would detain me, and I dared not
raise any objection lest I should excite their suspicions: I think we are right
enough new : for they have both been drinking so freely, that they have fallen
off into a deep sleep, from which I do not think it would bhe a trifie that
would arouse them. But I hope, Miss, you arc quite firm, for the task will
require all your courage and presence of mind.”

¢+ 1 feel fully competent for the undertaking,” answered our heroine, ¢but
T am afraid you will run too great a risk; and dreadful even as my fate might
be, I wonld never consent to purchase my escape from ft, by the sacrifice of
another.”

< Oh, do not fear for me, Miss,” said Bridget, “I have contrived every-
thing for my security, and I feel assured that Providence will assist me in
the performance of a good action, and protect me from the malice and revenge
of the wretches who would imbrue their bands in innocent blood. But come,
Miss, we have no time to lose, for should the ruffians below awake, cu.
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sc.emes might be entirely thwarted. Will you not pariake of some 1efresh~
megt ; and then you had better axchange clothes with me directly.”

*¢Ob, nu, my mind is 100 much occupied with other things to suffer me to
eat;” replied Angelina, ‘‘ dear Bridget, how shall I ever be able to repay
this unexampled hindaess ?*

*Thers now, my dear girl,” sald Bridget hastily, ‘ I do not want to hear
any more of that; I seek no other reward for what I am going to do, than
thag which my owa conscience will aford me. Now then, it is past ten
o’clock, and the Captain and your uncle expected to ves you before this,
and will either think that our stratagem has failed, ur that 1 bave deceived them.”

With trembling baste Angelina new proceeded to equip herself in the
clothes of Brid get, and whea all was completed, both ber and the good natured
servant fell on their knees, agd prayed for the protection of Providence,
after which having arose, Bridget put into our heroine’s hand a bunch of keys,
with instructions which way to proceed, placed the lamp in ber hand, em-
braced her affectionately, and they separated, the latter following her to the
door, and watching ber until a turn in the gallery hid ber from ber fariber ob-
servation, and she then returned to the apartments which Angelioa bad so
recently occupied, thinking it not at all prudenbb,,_ edve the place imme-
diately.

In the meantime our heroine with uoiseless l'oo(ltepl and palpitating beart,
proceeded on the way which, Bridget bad pointed out, and tiembled at the
plightest noise, fearing that her flight had been discovered, and that they
were in pursuit of her. Frequently as the wind moaned hollowly through
the gallery, her affrighted fancy made her believe it ta be the voices of men,
and at such times her trepidation was so great, that she was frequently com-
pelled to stop, and {o lean against one of the pillars that supported the roof of
. the gallery, almost ready to sink with terror. She reached the end of the gal-
lery, and descended into the Hall without interruption, and she gradually
gained courage. But her greatest trial was yet to come s she bad to pass
through the room, in which the two ruffians mentioned by Bridget, were sleep-
ing, and should they be aroused, her death would be certain.~—When she
reached the door, she paused to listen, and her agitation was almost insupport-
able. The loud snoring of the fellows, bowever, re-assured her, and she ven-
tured to open the room door gently and to peep in. One was lolling baek In
his chair, with his legs’ siretched towards the fire-place, and the other had
placed his head on the table, and appeared tohlly unconscious of all that
was passing around him.

Emboldened by these observations, Angelina stepped lightly into the room,
‘and made towards the door on the opposite side, but in doing so, she was
compelled to pass the table. Her foot came in cobtact with something on the
floor, and stumbling against the table, she knorked down the lamp, and imme-
diately the fallow who had been snoring there raised his head, and rubbing his
eyes, demanded :—

. “Hollo! who the devil’s that 2”

“ 1¢’s me,—Bridget,—" answercd our beroine, feigning hor voice as well as

she was able ;—* I bave upset your lamp.”
¢ Ah !—I see you bave ;" returned the fellow, yawning,—*¢ but never mind,
~it’s light enough by the fire to see to sleep.”

i
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With these words, the man again laid his bead on the table, and his load
suoring suon convinced our heroine that he once more slept. Thaukful to the
Almighty who bad given her the presence of mind to reply in the manner she
had done to the ruffian’s questions, Angelina stepped softly to the door which
was open, and passing out, bolted it on the other side, s0 that the men could
not pursue her that way, until she had safficient time to effect her escape.
Many undergrouad apartments and passages did our heroine traverse, to
the walls of which hung unwholesome damps, and whick struck a deadly
chill of terror to her heart as she gazed apon them ; but at length she paused,
and concealed her light, as the glimmering of another at a short distance
met her sight. She trembled violently, and hid herself in a small recess in the
wall, to watch whether they were friends or enemies. They advanced pearer
and nearer, and then our heroine could perceive the dark shadows of several
persons, but she couald not distinctly recognize them.

¢ Surely the woman has deceived usj—it is getting late, ane yet there are
no signs of ber 1”

*¢Uncle, dear, dear uncle, I am here,” ejaculated the frantic damsel, whe
knew bLis voice in a minute, and rushing from the place where she had conculd
herself, they were quiokly locked fondly in each other’s arms.

During the brief interval allowed to this, Hugh Clifford with folded arms,
and eyes sparklisg with admiration, had boem contemplating the beauteous
and sylph-like form of our heroine, as she threw herself giacefully into the
arms of ber uncle and benefactors but he did not suffer them to indulge loog
fn this, but gently reminding them of the danger by which they were sur-
rounded while they remained there, he took the arm of Angelina in his, and
in a few seconds afterwards, they emerged from the hollow in the rock, which
formed the secret entrance to the Grey Tower, and were standing on the
sea-beach

- . . . - . . .

Contrary to the opinion of Bridget, at midnight, Rufus returned to the
Tower, and made bis entrance unknown to any one. His brow was gloomy;
and it was evideat he contemplated the perpetration of some dark deed. He
made his way to his own room, where he hastily swallowed off two glasses full
of wiae, and taking the lamp in his hand, began to ascend the stairs towards the
Northern wing of the tower, in which our heroine had so lately been confined.
As be proceeded, no sound interrupted the death-like stillness which reigned
throughout the building, save the dreary screech of the owl, which seemed
like the harbinger of some approaching event of horror.

The rofian reached the door which opened into the apartments wherein our
heroine had been incarcerated; it was all secure. He paused and listened.
Everything was still—and with as little noise as possible ho proceeded to
withdraw the boits. He entered the room on tip-toe, and advanced towards
the chamber. There he once more paused, and drawinga dagger from his
vest, listened at the door. A low breathing sound vibrated on hii ears.

4 Bhe sleeps,” he muttered, * it will be a long one to her; a moment longer
and all will be over; and yet do I feel a secret dread upon me, which 1
never felt before 5 *psha ! have I grown a coward 2

As the villain spoke, he entered the chamber. A form was stretched
upon it—it was that of a female.—Rufus again paused; shuddered, and then,
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as if ashamed ot s weakness, ha.uly stepped up to the couch, and averfing
his bead, raised his arm; but a second, and ove piercing cry was heard—the
murderer started, and the ruys of the lamp fell full upon the distorted features
of his unbappy victim. A convalsive shivering shook his limbs 3 a livid bue
overspread his countenance, be dropped the dagger, and in a voice of terror
exclaimed 3

* Demons of darkness! whose foatures aro these}—Bridget! Horror!
horror! 1 bave murdered my wife 1*°

CHAPTER XXI.

A BoAT was waiting undor the rock, the approach of Hugh Clifford and his
companions, into which they stepped, and the men quickly plying their
ears, it scudded over the vast deep with the speed of lightning, and they soon
were all safe on board the smuggler’s vesel.

Angelioa felt timld at fivet, when she found herself surrounded by the
rough and bardy smagglers, but a lock frem Hugh Clifford, and the respect
with which they all treated her, soon re.assured her, and with a heart over-
Slowing with gratitude 10 her deliverer, she sulficred herself to be conducted
by the captaia, followed by ber unele, te a very handsomely fitted-up cabin,
is which refreshments were already prepared. Hitherto om1 heroine bad had
very littie apportunity to express her joy at her restoration to liberty, and
her thanka to those who had beem ths camse of it, but unable any longer to
restrain ber feelings, she now threw hereelf fnto her uncie's arms, and in a
transport of delight, wept upon his bosom.

¢ Oh my dear uncle,” she eried, “ what bitter anguish yon must have suffered
at my mysterious disappesrance ;—my poer awat, 100, and Laera, were they
net in a dreadful siate of alarm ?—Ob, yes, I know they must have been;
X shall never—never be able to repay you for mcuilgno from the terrible
fate with which 1 was threatened.”

¢ Nay, my love, to this gentleman, and to tho mysterious woman of St
Mark's Abbey, your gratitade is principaily due,” ohserved Mr. Woodteld,
+ for without them, I might still have remained in ignerance of your conceal-
meat, and even after 1 had obtained that kmowledge, I should have lacked
the power to release you.”

Angelina turned bher eyes, beaming with sensibility and thankfalness upon
the bandseme countenance of the smuggler captain, sod while deep biushes
of maidea modesty dyed her cheeks, she sald in a tone of sweetness which
went immediately o the heart, and seemed to hold it captive ia its fascina-
tion s

¢ 1 de, indeed, thank this gentleman, and I trust that be will do me the
justice to believe that I emtertain a full sesse of bis kindaess, net onty upon
this occasion, but once befon, when he saved me from the power of the
Baron de Morton.”

The fine expressive eyes of Hngh Clifford sparkied with more than m-l
brilliancy, and he appeared to hang upon every word which escapod the lips of
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Aangelina with extacy; at the same time an indefinable focling same over her
heart,and she trembled with agitation, as Hugh gracefully bent one knee,
and respectfully pressiog her hand to his lips, thus ejaculated :—

¢ Fair lady, Hugh Clifford coasiders these the happlest moments of his life,
in which be bas been rendered instrumental in saving you from danger. Your
smile more thas repays him,and he trusts that time will prove that be is
not undeserving of a continsasce of your friendehip.”’

Angelina could not make any reply, but ber looks spoke more then worde
could pomibly bave done. Never had she gased upon a more handsome or
noble-looking man ; never had she listened to sweeter words, or expressed with
greater delicacy. Could it be possible that be bad always been used to the
lawless life he was thea in »=Oh, no, sbe could not believe that he had
beens some heavy misfortunes had driven bim to it, and in this opinion, (he
account of Bridget confirmed her. Involuntarily she sighed, and turned to-
wards Mr. Woodfield.

The vessel had been got under weigh immediately afiter thoy bad gone on
board, and as she rapidly pursned her course from the Grey Tower, Angelina
began to feel more composed, aud partook of the refreshments provided, after
which, at the request of Mr. Woodfield, she gave a minute detail of all that
bad happened to her since her abduction. The indignation ¢f her uncle at
the recital of the baroa’s villany, way readily be imagined, and he dwelt with
broathiess impatience upon every word she uttered. The narrative no less
excited his astonishment than bis wrath, and he frequently Interrupted her
by giving etterance to an expression of his wonder and perplexity. When
she related the particulars of ber losing the locket, and the conversation she
had overbeard between Rufus and De Morton in the secret chamber, he
evinced cousiderable emeotion, and for some mwinutes paced the cabin with
hasty and uneven steps, as if buried in deep meditation; at intervals mattering
inecoheront sentences to bimself § at length turning to our heroine, be raid +—

* I am perfectly at a loss to conceive what can be the baron’s motives for
sech extraordinary and violeat canduct ;—he must be labouring under some
singular delusion, and his bebaviour looks more like that of a madman than
anytbing else; at any rate I am determined to have a full explanation of it,
and to take such measures as shall secure you in future from his fury.”

¢ But, my dearest uncle,” observed Angelina, * after the repeated circam-
stances that I have e¢ncountered ; the conduct of the baron, and the words
that bave been told me by—by another party, I cannot help thinking that
there is some mystery attached tv my birth, which you have particular rea-
sons for concealisg.”

¢ Mystery 1" repeated Mr. Woodfield, in a confused manner, *‘ what mcan
you—what mystery should there be P—'Psha!—You are talking absurd, my
love. And pray, what have you been told by some other party, and who is
the said party, whose pame you seem so fearfal of disclosing 2"

Angelina mentioned the warning she had received from Kate of the Ruias,
the first time she bad tered her, but led her name, and likowise
where it had taken place. . .

¢ Nay.” said ber uncle, *¢ this is not Jike my Angelina ; why should you be
so fearful of revealing to me the name of the person who gave you this inipore
tant information * : .
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*¢ Pardon me, my dear uncle,” remarked our hegoise, *¢ but [ must not.”’

Mr. Woodfield seemed vexed and dissatisied, and remained silent for a short
time. -

This is ridicalous, *tis childish ;"—~at length he said;—* You have been
perusing rome old romances, until—but let us change the subject.”
© They now walked upon the deck. It was a beautiful staslight wight, and
the mooa shed her broad beams upen the undulating mirrer, reflocting &
myrind of dazzling beauties. The light sails fluttered gently in the breese,
which came pure and refreshing across the expansive ocean, while the vessel

- smoothly glided on her way, skimming over the waves with the lightneas of a
sephyr. As her eye fell upon the sturdy figure of some old smuggler,
standing in the reflection of the moonbeams, and smoking hie sbort black
pipe,—with his huge dark whigkers, and strongly lined features; Angelina
could not help feeling powerfully the novelty of ber situation, and then ber
thoughts would immediately revert to Hugh Clifford, and the degrading life
in which one so well calculated to udorn any society, was placed by some
untoward fate; and to say that théese thoughts were not accompasied by a
feeling of deep regret, would be concealing the truth.

Soon afier our herolne and her uncle had been upon the deck, they were
Joined by Hugh, and they entered into a discourse upon different topics ia
each of which, be displayed intellectual and conversational powers. of the
highest order, and Angelina listened with the most uncontrollable pleasure te
all that be said, .

% Yours must be a precarious life, sir,”” remarked Mr. Woodfield, * and
it Is one which is surrounded by danger ;—pardon me, I wish not to appear
foquisitive, but | cannot help thinking that it must bave been somo vety strange
and unfortunate circuogstances that could have driven a person like you to
such a calling.”

“Ay,” replied Hugh, with a sigh, “young as | am, I have had my share

“of trouble ;—but no matter—it is &ll over now, und the secret belongs to my
own breast alone.—As for this life, which you scem to omteriain but such
an indifferent opinion of, sir,—it suits my nature;—I1 am wedded to it=K
love it as a patriot loves kis country ;—and my gallant barque heie, dearly as a
parent loves bis child. Many a rough gale has she borne me safely through;
and many—many a golden harvest has she conveyed me to shore, her and
I will never part company till one or the other of us is laid low.”

There was a fine manly energy and sincerity in the smuggler’s tone sod
general demeanour, which could not but create the deepest interest and ad-
miration, and Angelina marked all he said with the strictest atteation.  Mr.
Woodfield seemed to be no less pleased with his companion than was our
:orolne, and they continued to converse together, heedless of the flight of

me.

In the course of the evening, a circumstance took place, which confused
Angelina greatly, and occasioned her considerable uneasiness, The miniature,
which helooged to Hogh, and which she had ever since, for safety, con-
tinued to wear in her bosom, accidentally fell out, and the smuggler observed
it. In a moment an expression of pleasure illumined his features, which
the blushing Angelina could not but understand, and she hastily concealed
it from his view. She would have restored it to him, but she was restrained
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by motives of dellc-c);, for she did not wish ber uncle to become acquainted
with the event which had placed it in her pessession,

Time passed quickly away, and the coaversation was kept up between
Hugh Clifford and Mr. WoodGeld with unabated animation. Hugh was elo-
quent upon every subject, and each sentence be utiered evinced a fine
and highly~cultivated taste. When Angelina veutured to put forth an opinion,
she seemed enraptured, and if by chance their eyes met, there was a warmth,
an intensity iu his glances which plainly showed the interest she had excited in
his borom. -

Often as their eyes met, the expressive look of admiration which he fixed
wupon the maiden’s countenance called the blush of embarrassment to her cheeks,
and imparted a sensation to her breast which she had never expeticaced
before.

It was late when they separated for the night, and Angelina was not then
at all disposed to rest. She recalled to her memory every word Hugh Clifford
had spoken, and pondered over them with feelings of delight and admiration,
and two hours after they had separated, she was found lonking with earnest
attention upon thé mimiatare which traced with such admirable correctness
his handsome features.

No sounds now met our heroine’s ear, save the heavy tread of the smeggler
who was keeping watch upon the deck, or the dashing of the waves against
the sides of the vessel, and she was about to refire to repose, when the tones
of a guitar, touched by a masterly hand, met her.attention. A short, bat

No. 13
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‘brilliant symphony was played, and then a rich and melodiows voice, which
she immediately knew to be that of the smuggler captain, sang the follewing
words, to which she listened with unbounded gratification s—
Sweet maid of the blue and the mild beaming eye,
Oh, why for the cot in the valley still sigh ? )
Haste with thy lover, across the blue sea,
And who then so cheerful, so joyous as we ?—
There is not a damsel *mid fashion and pride,
That shall happier be than the smuggler’s bride.
Oh, ’tis sweet, with a fav’ring breeze,
To glide o'¢r the bright expansive seas ;
But greater the pleasures I then should share,
When thou, my own beauteous one, wert near.
L Thou should®t reign the queen of the ambient tide,
And many should bow to the smuggler’s bride.
Io my bonny beryue we would stem the wave,
And there isnot a joy thou should’st not bave,
And thy radiant smile would have the power,
To nerve wy arm ia danger’s hour.
Then come, o’er the ocean we’ll gaily ride,
And no care shall e’er saddén the smuggler’s bride,

The voice cehsed, but our heroine oontinucd to listen in imagination to its
melodious tones, 8o delighted was she with the sweetness of the uir, ard the ex-
quisite manner it was sung. All, however, was now again quiet, and at leagth
Angelina retired to regt, and soon sunk into sleep, pleasing visions flitting
befure her fancy until the morning dawned.

All the following day were they upon the ocean, and time but increased the
admiration of Mr. Woodficld and Angelina towards Hugh Clifford. He most
studiously attended to their comforts and secemed to possess no greater pleasure
than that which could be found in their society. To Angelina he bebaved with
the strictest attention, and she, in spite of her efforts to tuink to the controry,
felt, as they approached nearer and nearer towards the place of their destina-
tion, and the bour drew nigh that they must separate, that Hugh Cliffiord was
to ber nct an object of indiffierence.

It was night, and the moon had risen, when the distant and moss-covered
ruins of St. Mark's Abbey rose dimly upon their sight. The vessel swif Iy
stemmed the waves, until the old abbey burst full upon their view, illumined
by the broad moonbears.

The vessel was now anchored within a sbort distance of the shore, and under
the shelter of the rocks to screen ber from observations Hugh Clifford then
ordered the long-boat to be lowered over her side, and baving assisted our
heroine into it, he quickly followed himself, as did also Mr. Woodticld, and

. several of the crew. The boat soon reached the point of landing, but scarcely
bad Hugh Clifford stepped on the shore, when two mep darted upon him, and
seizing bim violently, ordered bim not to resist at the peril of his life.

¢¢ Ab !=—the lubbers are on to us;” he exclaimed, ‘‘courage lads, to
shore with ye, and let us see if we cannot soon teach these (ellows-better
manners j—off’, off, with ye, ye land sharks 1™ :
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With these words Hugh Clifford, although they were very powe.ful men,
burled them to the earth as though they had been children, then drawing bis
cutlass, he stood upon the defénsive. Half-a-dozen shots immediately whizzed
pasied him, and several revenue officers darted from the dificrent apertures
ir the rocks, where they had been lying in ambush, and surrounded Hugh.

¢ Down with the. d—d swabs {”—cried the smugglers in & breath, as they
leapt, sword and pistol in hand, upon the beach, and desperately cut their way
to the side of their captain, who was fercely engaged with a host of the
assailants, and fighting with a bravery which nothing could surpass.

The ciashing of swords ;—the firing of pistols, the shouts of the smagglers,
the curses and groans.of the wounded, now rendered the scene truly anfal,
while the brightness of the moon rendered it clearly visible.

Mr. Woodfield and Angelina were left alone in the boat, and the latter
completely overcome with terror, screamed aloud, which attracted the atten-
tien of l‘lugb, who exclaimed :—

¢ Back, back, to the ship again I—Some of you hasten te their aid, a handfut
of us is enough to chastise these. fallows |"’==

In a moment one of the smugglers jumped into the bo-l, and prepared to
take the oars, but scarcely had he attempted to do so, when a pistol was dis-
sharged at bim from the shore, the contents of which lodged in his breast;
—ke gave a yell of agony, and bounding in the air, dropt Iifolcu ioto the
ocean, nand sank to rise no more. .

Angelina screamed and faint~d, and Mr. Woodfield ﬁnling it would be
impossible for him to reach the smuggier's vessel without assistance, laid
his niece down at the bottom of the beat, to escape the shots that might be fired
after them, and.onge more took the ears, and using all his strength, he en-
deavoured to wind rousd to the back of the. rock, thinking there he might
effect a laading ie safety, and ceek s shelter in St. Mark’s Abbey, until
the conflict was.at an end. He had acarcely, however, taken a. dosen strokes,
when the boat dashied with impetuous- vivlence against & point of rock, which
abutted into the sea, and which he had mot observed, and immediately upset,
and Mr. Woodfield and his niece were hoth immersed in the water.

Mr. Woodfield iminediately nrose again to the- surface, and with frantic
baste looked rouad him in search of our heroine; the bright moonbeams im-
mediately pointed out hex light dress to him floating on the waves, and with
denperate haite, he made towards her, and succeeded in clasping her round the
waist. Mr. Woodfield was an excelient swimmer, but the alarm aund exertions
he bad undergone, bad ajmost eabausfed him, and it was with extreme difi-
culty he gained the shore, where, with the sesseless form of Angclina over
Lis sbpalder,, he rushed towards the rgek, upon -the summitof which stoed
the ruins of St. Mark's Abbey, but not many paces hed.he advanced, whea
a man,armed with a cutlass, and by his dress, one of the officers, rashed
out upop him and not .only impeded his pragress, but was in the act of aimiog
a violeut blow .at him, when a determiged voice from the reck above,
and which seemed to make the whole. place remund again, exclaimed :—

““ Hold! cowardly knave!” X

Before be bad an opportunity. to turn (o see who it was: tht nluredtho
mandate, the report of a pistol was heard, and the man dropped a curpee
at the feet of him he was about to attack. . . s

92442RB
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Mr. Woedficld Jovhed up, and standing at the very edge of the reck, which
overhuag the beach, was Kate of the Ruias, bolding in each band a pistol.

She did aut, howeser, remain in that attitade long, but dushing down the
seck, with astonishing precipitation, she snatched the form of our hereine from
him, and with a streagth which scewed almest superhuman, threw hor over her
shoulder, asd retraced her sicps up the 2ide of the steep rock, calling upon
Mr. WoodSield to follow.

Compiletely thunderstruck, Mr. Woodfield obeyed her, but he bad the ut.
most dificulry t0 keep pace with her; and whea she eatered the abbey ruinms,
she was ontlisely hidden from his view, unill the mosnbeams streaming in
at vne of the apertutes, time and dcoay had caused in the roof of the aisle,
revealed to bim her white rubes, as she flew along with iscressed swiftness
even, and lovked more like sume spirit of the grave than a human being.

Mr. WoodSield quickened his speed, and followed his strange conductor
up several spiral and winding staircases, the sieps of which tottered beaeath
bhis feet, but ever which she fluw with unabated rapldity, wutil they stopped
at a door concealed in the waull, and which no one who was not acquainted with
the secret, would have thought was anything else than a part of the stonc.work,
which Kate desired him to pruss against with his back with all his strength,
He complied, and instanily the door fcll back on its hinges, and disciosed
to his astunished eyes a ocowmfortable, well«furpished apartment, in wh:ch
was a bed, and a fire blased cbeerfully in the grate.

Kate gently iaid- her sumseless burthen on the rock, and taking from her
bosom a phial, applied it to ber nostrils, then poured a portioa of the con.
tents into the palm of her hand and chafed ber temples

The mysterious woman then pointed to » small ante-room, to which she re-

quested that Mr; Woodfeld weuld retire for a few minutes, and haviag com.
plied, she closed-the dvor upoa him. He kad hot been there long, before Kate
ugain opened the door, and beckoned him to retura into the room again, whick
favitig done, be perceived shat Kate had changed the wet clothes of his nivce,
und baving placed her in an arm chair by the fire-side, she was fast recovering
under the influence of its genial glow,
* * Sfie is out of danger now, poer girl,” said the mysterious woman, in gentle
tones, and gawing- upon our heroine with looks of the deepest interest, ** {
must feave her for a few minutes,—but I wilt return (0 you agatn, and—
Rest contented that no barm ean reach you here.”

*¢ Kind, generous, noble-hearted woman,” exchnimed Mr, Woodfield, as he

arose from Mis chair and advanced towards ber, but Kate waved her band, and
darting justantaneously frum the room, closed tke door upon him, and he was
Ieft to the reflec¢tioms which the strangs adventure he Had mvet with, aad Kate's
more singulur'condtict had given rise to,
- His hnt cate was, however, to sce ta the recovery of his nhte, and it was
not long ete he had the pleasure to find thut bis efforts were crewned with
success. Angelina opéned her eyes, and then losking around the apartment,
eaclaimed in tones of amamement and perplexity ;—

¢ My uncle, dear uncle, is that you? Methought we were swallowed up in
the ocean—and that Ae—oh, tell me where are we " -

“ Be calm, my love,” relplied her umcle, * you are ina pllce of safety j=v
this is St. Mark’s Abbe) R
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- % 8t. Mark’s Abbey I'* replied the astonished damsel,—*“ah! [ remember
now, it was near the abbey where that terrible conflict began, snd I saw
hkim surrogeded and clesed in by the glitiering weapoas ef his antagonists ;
oh, my uacle, sarely bis fate—"" then suddealy recellecting hersolf, and blush-
ing deeply, shbe added ;—‘*but why sheuld I besi'ate 2—1s it net matural
that I should feel anxious to know the fate of him whe saved my life, whea
twice threatened by—"

¢ Compose yourself, my love,” sald ber uncle, “all may yet be well;
Kate, the kind, though the mysterious woman of these ruins, to whom we are
indebted for our safety. will soon return, and then we shall doubtiess kno w
the result of the combat, but .from the umexampled bravery displayed by the
smugglers’ there Is very little doubt but that they were triumphant.”

“ Smugglers " repeated Angelina, with peculiar emphasis sad ezpression of
countenance which Mr. Woodfield could aot belp woticing.

Before they could make any further olservations the door opeved, and Kate
entered. She advanced towards Angelina with the utmost kindness depicted
in ber countepance, and v-lm‘ her hand, said ;=

¢ My poor girl, it joys me to see you restored;—it will not bowever, be
sa’e for you to leave the abhey to night for there are those lurking about the
neighbourhood who might do yoo harm. In this place you may rest wiih the
greatest security, and I will be your companion, I bave also prepared a
chamber for you—your—Mr. Woodfield, I mean, and as soon as you like
» the morning you may depart, and I will conduct you by a secret avenue
from hence,” \

 Ab, tell me,” eagerly ejaculated Angelina, ¢ the smugglers', they—""

Have defeated the land sbarks, and left few of them to give an account
of it;” rejoined Kate ;3—“ and Hugh Clifford and his companions regained their
veasel in safety, and are now far away from hence.”

s* Heuven be piaised ! exclaimed our heroine, feivently, and clnphl‘ her
Fands, unable to restrain the full expression of the feelings that animated ber
bosom.

Kate looked upon her with the deepest interest as sho thus expre-ed her
sclf, nnd more than once a sigh escaped her bosom. Mr. Woodfleld watched
ker nith mingled feelings of awe and astonishment ; but suddenly recollect-
ing himself, he said :—

“To you, strange, but kind-hearted woman, how shall X express my
thanks, my—"

« Enough,” interrupted the woman, * Kate of the Ruins needs not any such
expressions as those; that she has been able to do what she has done, affords
her more satisfaction than she can express ; —heaven above omly knows the
grutiﬁc-tlon.:lho gratitude which now fills breast ;—poor girl, had you iz
whom 1 have reason to feel so deep an inter®t, met with such a fa'e as tha
to which you was oxpobad, whiit else would Klte lben have to live for, what
berides ber who—'

She suddenly paused, and cheched herself, as though she considered uhe bad
said too much, and then continuéd in a different tone : —

* But you must be tired, after fbe fatigue you have undergone; so, if yoa
will follow me, 1 will conduct you to the chamber allatted to your repose.”

¢ Mysteriouy wowan;’* cricd Mr. Woodfield, * your words fill me with
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amazement, why Jnuld you fcel so deep am interest in ome who is alnost a
struniger to you i’

* A stranger|” reiterated Kate, with a melancholy smife,~* but no matter;
—seek not to know that which time only can unravel. Feollow me 1™

Finding that it would be uskless 10 question ber further, Mr. Woodfie1d
affectionntely embruced his niece, and obeyed. .

A |

. CRHAPTER XXII.

KaTE of the Ruins, led Mr. Woodfield to a eomfortable-fooking apartment
not far from the chamber in which she bad left our heroine, and there
placing alamp upon the table, she was about to bid him good night, when,
Just as she reached the door, a .udden lhou‘llt scemed to strike ber, and
turning back, she said:—

** Whatever noises you may bear in the night, which may sound stnngo to
you, I must beg that you will take no notice of, as you may rest con-
fident that no harm shall come to either you or the beauteous maiden, who is
under my protection for the night. There are many mysterious circumstances
connceted with this old abbey, wbich .timb ‘may perbaps unravel, and which
must work their own course. Be cautioned by what I say, and be silent about
all that you may see or hear.”

Without giving Mr. Woodficld Ilme to make any teply to this speech, Kate
of ihe Ruins waived ber band, ang left the former to hix conjectures.

Tke more he reflccted on ihe behaviour and.words of Kate, the more was
be struck with the singularity of her character, and at a losa to fathom it:
At first he bad, notwithstandipg his disbelief in the supernntural, been half-
tempted to imagine that she bad some Knowledge of the black art, bt that
idea was now entirely altered, and be was inclined to form a better opinion
of the _motives of her. ‘conduct, which seemed kind and gentle, allhough she
lhought proper to involve them in such a garb of ambiguity. The Treqnent
warnings she had given him as regarded the safety of Angelina ; the mysterivus
words she bad uttered to him in the wood ; the deep interest sh: seemed tg take
in her fate, and various other facts bioed to astonish and bemlder the
‘mind of Mr. Woodfield,-and the more he reflected, the deeper did he become
entangled and lost in ‘the maze of wonder, doubt, and porplexity. What
could make her take up to that singular life, and how was it that she secemed
to be so intimately acquainted with the affairs of other persons? Hugh CIlif-
ford, about whom there was asgauch mystery as Kate, seemed to be well ac-
qusinted with her, and yet he most studiously avoided tulking about her;
and notwithstanding that Mr, Woodfield had frequently thrown out hints
upop the subject, he had never been able to elicit anything from bim which
was at all calculated to gratify hi.v:nmmly. Often as he looked narrowly
into her countenance, he could npt help thinking ‘that there was somelhing in ‘t
which was remarkably familiar to bim, and the tones of hes yoice struck him
an bein‘ like those he hagd nflen beard before. under diffe ren( clrcumstaneu,
aud in far bappier scenes; but yet did ‘he rack his brain in vain to en-
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deavour to recalt to his memory the original of the likemm he lnd some
slight idea he had ‘discovered.

Tired of dwelling upon this subjcct, in which he only Wecame involved in
still deeper porplexity, his thoughts reverted to Hugh Clifford, who had ex-
cited in his mind the greatest interest and admiration, mingled with feelings of
suspicion, regret, and uneasiness, His admiration and gratitude were excited
by the many personal and intellectual qualifications which the smuggler pos-
sessed ; his suspicion, from bavipg weticed his conduct dering the voyage,
the observations he had frequently made before tbeir arrival at the Grey
Tower, and his behaviour to Angelina after her rescue ; from all of which
circumstances h2 was led to believe that the beauty of our heroine had
made a deep and lasting impression upon his mind, which caused him consi-
derable uncasiness, for though be placed the utmost confidence in the prudence
of his niece, he knew how ready the heart is to imbibe an attachment for
one possessed of the all-powerful recommendations of Hugh Clifford, and
what misery too often accrues to those who love an object, tbe’ can never
possess. He had watched Angelina narrowly on the voyage back, and he
could not help remarking the modest but admiring eyes with which she
acemed to observe the handsome young smuggler, and the evident delight with
which she listened to him, while he so eloquently harangued upon every topic
that was broached ; ‘and he felt a sentiment of regret that fate bad placed
him under an obligation to one from whom so much misery might spring.

Had not Hugh Clifford have belonged to the lawless profession to which
he did, there were otber circumstances which would have presented an jnsui-
mountable barrier to any union between him and Angelina, which, for reasons
that will probably be known in the sequel, be kept confined to his own breast.

Filled with these refleetions, and amunsed at the novelty of his situation,
Mr. Woodficld did not feel inclined to retire to rest for some time after Kate
had left him. The apartment he was in, seemed of a date coeval with the
original structure, but it was in capital repair, and was furni-hed, if not with
alegance, with the most sedulous attention to comfort, which was greatly
added to by the cheerful blazing of a wood-fire, that cast a red glare upon the
oaken waitiscot, and as its lumens danced upon the carved figures with which
it was covered, it gave them a variety of grotesque sppearances, that would
not only amuse but suggest a variety of conceptions to the beholder.

‘ 'The apartment was in the south wing of the building, and commanded
a view over a wide extent of woodland scemery, which now, dimly lighted
by the moon, had a particular solemn appearance, the trees looking, with
their dark foliage waving in the breeze, like the gaunt phantoms of another
world, or-fhe giant supporters of a vast quantity of funeral palls.

While’ Mr. Woodfield still stood at the ¥asement watching this scepe,
a piercing shrick, more terrific than he ever remembered to bave bheard
before, ran through the place, and seemed sufficient to arouse the dead. His
first impulse was to start to the door, thinking it was Angelina, and that she
needed hjs ‘protection; but what was his astonishment to discover that it was
quile fast, and evidently closed’ with a spring, which Id only be opened
on the outside? He next called aloud, but the echo of his own voice was
the only answer he received. Next be kicked violently at the door, but all
to no purpose, no person replied to him. Then he remrembered the waruing
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which Kete had given tin, t0 take a0 notice of any molises that he might hear,
and he paused and remained silent for a few moments. It was sot long, how-
aver, hofore he was again sartled;, by buaring a shrisk still lender: fhaw .the
proceding . ong, and which was immediately follewed by deep greans ss if
from a nambes of persess in extreme agetiy. Scarcely bad these subsided; when
.the plajntive temes ohgﬂm tonthed vmhmh -wntnu,thl it bm.h
-forth seunda
« % Which -I‘N create a soul under the rlh of death,?

‘sounded in bis ears, and kept him' in wonder, xng Inexpremblo dellgbh For
“full Bivé ininutes’ did this lovely melody cohtinue, and the instrument seemod
to’ be played by no earibly band, while Mr. Woodfield listened with thc
“most bivathless attantion; fearful of losing even the slightest notes Gndnnlly
‘it died away; and all was sgain silent as the graves

Lost fa astonishment ‘at’ what he had heard, and scartely crediting his
rcmu. Mr. Wobndfield remained for a few moments buried in fruitless conjecs
ture. 'He was got a timid man, neither was be, as we have before observed,
seperstitious 3 iut t\um .was something so very out of the nn‘e of com»
"mon occurrences, in what had lately taken place, that be Iclrcely knew what ’
to ‘think, nor to what to attribute them. Here were the wild reports he bad
#0 oftén beard ahout the Abbey Ruins all but verified.—What construction,
too, ¢ould he put upon the lln‘uhr and mpenmiou conduct of Kate, in
fastening him in (he chamber? "At one time he was balf inclined to suspect
her of some treachery and tremblod for the safety of his nieces bat the next
“moment he rejected such surmises as absurd, afier the proofs she had given
“of ber fricadship to Angelina, aod the trouble she bad taken to rescue her from
‘danger.
_ Having taken another survey of the room ‘o which be was, Mr. Woodﬁekl
once more walked to the casement. The dark clouds that had before neul,
concealed the moon’s bright face, had now passed over, aad olueotl without,
therefore, were rendered more ‘visible,
" Mr. Woodfield continued to watch for several minutes, without, oblarvm;
unything to- particularly excite Lis curiosity ; but presently he heard a sound
asif some person was moaning under the window where he stood, and almost
immediately afterwards, a spectral-looking figure in white flowing robes
seemed to glide from some portion of the ruin, and as she darted into the dark-
ness beneath, again the terrific shrieks rent the air, followed by groaus and
Toud launghter, which seemed to proceed from the bowels of the earth, and
" had a particularly solemn and appalling effect. .

Completely thunderstruck by what be had”sben and heard, Mr, Woodfield
stood for some time transfixed fo the spot, and still continued to gaze into the
dJark vista of trees, where the Yorm vanished, and left him quite at a loss what
to think or do. Then he le‘t the casement, and listened at the room door,
but not the slightest sounds met his ear, save the moaning of the wind, as it
swept along the different avenues, and apertures in the abbey ruins.

¢ Some awful mystery is in this, which it is out of my power to unravel or tn
guess at,” he exclaimed, as hé walked towards the fire, which he 'ﬁrrod,
and seated himself beside it; ‘*alas! what dreadful crimes may not have been
perpetrated 'Ilbln these ancient and moulderm‘ walls; how mmy poor
wretches—— -
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A bollo' moan which lppnmd to issue from the wumcot imueduntely
bebind, interrupted hiw. He started round hasuly,—bul no object met
his view, and all was again quiet,

¢¢ It was only the wind,” he said, ‘¢ lheoe strange events have unnerved me.”

Feeling tired, but not sleepy, be threw himself on the bed; wiibout undress=
ing himself; but not many minutes bad he done so, whea he was once more
startied by a loud crash, which sonnded like the falling of something pondcuous,
and appeared to be in an adjacent room.

We will now retura to Angelina.

Dpring the temporary absence of Kate of the Ruins,An;elin- could not
help reflecting on the events that had recently occurred to her, and wondering
for what she was now reserved. The conflict which had taken place with the
smugglees and the revenue officers, was impressed upon her recollection in
the most vivid colours, and shg shuddered when she reflected upon the im-
minent daager in which Huﬂr Clifford had been placed..

¢ Ob, thbat bhe woyld abandoa this life of ponl she soliloquized ;. ¢¢ lute.ly
with such qualifications as he possesses——'

She checked herself, and blushed deeply to find hqr mind wnnderhg upou
such a sphject; and asked herself why she should take so deep am interest in
the fate of the smuggler captain? She tried to persuade herelf that it was
exeited merely by gratitude for the services: he had rendered her; baut yet
reason, in spite of all Ler efforts, would convince her, that the sentiment de-
served a much more temder name, She tried to divert her thoughts from

No. 14
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sim, but in vain, the handsome countenance of Hugh Clifford, seesnd to be
continually before her eyes, and his words to ring in her ears. .lva'y
sentence he had uttered was treasured in her memory, and she pondered
over them with feelings of the most exquisite delight s—

‘'He is noble, bo is generous ;"—she ejaculated, «Oh, Hugh Clifford,

you my gratitade is for ever due !"’

As she thus spoke, she had unconscious'y taken the miniature from her
bosom, and with a feeling of the most intense admiration, she gaged upon
each lineament of a countenance which the artist had so skilfully pencilled.
She sighed as she did so, and pressed the miniature fervently 10 her heart.

She was aroused from this state of meditation by bearing a deep sigh
from behind where she was sitting, and on looking round, what was her sur-
prise and confusion to hehold Kate of the Ruins contemplating her with a
mingled expression of pity and admiration, She hastily thrust the miniature
in ber bosom, and cast ber eyes towards the floor, abashed that the myterious
woman should have aobserved her.

¢ Poor girl, poor girl,” said Kate, as if communing with herself ;—¢ already
has love's potent power taken possession of her heart, and with maiden difi-
dence she rejects the truth, and would fain assure herself that the passion
she feels does not merit so warm a title. Bat it must not be;” she con-
tinued in a louder tone, ‘ it must not be ; maiden, you maust crush that passion
in the bud, the encouragement of it is fraught with danger, with destruction.”™

Angelioa started, and looked at the woman with amazement, while the
wild rolling of her eyes, and the peculiar expression of her countenance, im-
‘pressed our heroine with an idea that her senses were disordered.

¢ Nay,” resumed Kate, in a mild voice, and with a softened look,  do net
deceive yourself, maiden; you love Hugh' Clifford; yes, love him, and it is
natural, for he is formed to captivate and to bat I warn you, Ange-
lina, and believe me your friend while 1 do so, I warn you, I say once more,
to endeavour to erase him from your thoughts, until you can think of hin
‘only as a friend.”

¢¢ As such only do I think of him,” replied Angellna, regaining her com-
posure, and feeling vexed at the words of Kate, and the construction she
had put upon her conduct, ““as the saviour ot my life, surely Hugh Chﬂ‘ord
is entitled to that name ?”

« He is, he is,”’ returned Kate, “but as such only think of him; indulge
no other sentiment, for a barrier is placed betweén you, which is insar-
mountable.”

Our heroine felt a deadly chill at her heart as Kate uttered these words,
and she Jooked at ber with the most undisguised astonishment. Kate seated
berself opposite to her, and fixing her eyes upon her countenance, scemed
to be wholly absorbed in the contemplation of her featares. A silence of
several minutes ensued, during whick interval Kate ‘never removed her
eyes from Angelina, or altered her position.

“ How like her,” at length she murmured, as if talking to henelf, “the
very eyes, the very features, the very expression !

¢ What mean you? of whom do you speak ? And why do you gaze mpon
me so earnestly ?’ demanded the astonished maiden.

$¢ Ah! there | more like her still ;”* observed the mysterious woinan y—¢ bus
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20 matter}—let me not be too prematers jn~—= maiden, héed me not ;-
1 was bat looking back through the long vista of time, and it breught back
reooliections that . were accompanied with many a pasg.==You do mot fear
me, Angelina;” he continued, in a softencd tone, “ I am a mysterions being,
ad lenst my.conduct may appear so,—but yet, believe me, thou dost not pnoe-
=a dearer; or more faithful friend than.wild Kate of the Ruins.”

% Your sonduct is.indeed to me mysterious,” answered our heraine, *¢ you
seem to take 80 deep an interest in my fate, and yet till lately, I acver hebold
you, and even now we are almost strangers to one andther.”

‘Thou art no stranger to me, wmaiden,” said Kate, empbhatically, “ and
so time will preve; the pesiod when conceelment will be no longer neces-
sary, has not yet arrived ;—the secret must not yet be. divuig

‘¢ What wecret ™ eagerly inquired Angelina ; “what secret can ;ou he ac
quaisted with, which is consected with me ¥’

¢ Ask me not,” said Kate, *‘for awhile it must bo.lockod within my ewa
breast, but the time will come, when that shall be divulged, which will
strike herror inte the minds of -some, and astonishment to others,”

Here ‘Kate once more relapsed into silence, and seemed (0 be ruminating
upon semething of the most painful interest. Angelina continced to look
apon ber for.some moments with surprise, then takiag coumge. observed :—

¢.Surely it must have. heen some heavy sorrow, some ‘¢ terrible afliction,
which could tempt you to take to this wild and singular life, and to seclude
yourself in this manoér from the world "

¢ The world !’* repeated Kale, with a bitter amile, name it not, it is dis-
gusting to me |—The world and I have long been divided :—1I think upon it
with the same shuddering horror, as the wretched sinoér anticipates the tor-
ments of perdition. The world !—It is a hell ;—treachery lurks in every
street ;—and——- but it is enough that I have experienced sufficient to make
me hate it; as for the rest, it is a secret which must be confined to my own
breast.—Come, child,—it waxes late : retirc to rest;—JI will remain whery
I am, my busy thoughts will keep me fully employed til} the morning dawns.”

Aungelina hesitated, and looked round the gothic apartment.

¢ Nay, girl, why do you pause?” imteriogated Kate, angrily, ¢ do. you
doubt me ?”’

¢¢ Oh, no, you wrong me by such a supposition,"” seid our heroine, eagerly;
¢< I mast indeed be ungenerons to doubt one, who.bas already #o oflen proved
herseif to be my fii

¢¢ Enough, enoagh,” 'md Kate, affectionately, and embracing her, ¢ the pallid
hee of fatigue is on your cheek; retire, my child, and Kate will watch over
your slumbers with all a motber's care; no barm can visit you here, while
1 sm present.”

Angelina sbeyed. Kate stirred the fire into a cheerful blaze, then taking
bor seat in one ocorner of the fire-place, she placed her elbows on her knees,
rested her chin on her bands, and became buried in deep rumination. Our
heroine watched ber for several minutes, until campletely worn out with the
unusual exertion she liad undergone, sleep pressed heavy upon her eyelids,
and she soon became uaconscious of all around.

She had not, however, slept long, when she was awakened, by feeling
the warm pressure of some perion’s lips upon ber cheek, and opening her
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eyes, (o her inexpressible astonishment, she heheld, as well as the light of
the fire would permit her, the figare of a female clad in black, and .whose coun-
tenaace though pale, was exquisitely beastifal, standing over her im an atti-
tude of affection, and with her bands raised tewards heaven, as if she was
invoking & blessing upon heo head. The iastant sbe beheld thas Angelina bad
awoke, she attered a faint cry, darted from the side 'of the bed with the
rapidity of lightaing, and passed out at the room doet, which eur heroine now
bebeld wasopen, . .

¢ Stay, mysterious being, phantom, -orh!. or whatever you are 3’ cried
Angelina, springing from the couch, and rushiag towards the door, * what
would you with me ?~Why do you visit me at this noctwrnal hourp”

But the form, whatever it wag had vasished, and Angelina returned to the
room. Kuate was not there; and as she looked around the apartment, but
dimly lighted now by the ted glare of the dying embers, sho felt an irresistible
sensation of borror stealiug over her, and she .clung to the back of a chair
completely paralyzed by what she had seen.

While she thus stoed, the piercing screams which her uncle had heard,
vibrated in her ears, and made her almost sink with terrer. Her blood began
to run cold, end she tremdled violently in every limb. At this mowent, the
door leading to the ante-rcom was thrown open, and Kate appeared. She
seemed surprised and confused when she bekeld Angelina had arisen, and bur-
rying towards her, said :—

*¢ What lias alarmed you, maiden?—1 have not leng been absent, and now
1 return, your cheek ls blanched with terror, and the trembling of yeur limbs,
end your quivering lips express the utmost alarm.”

*‘ What mysterious being have you allowed to have access to this chamber,
and for what purpose came she hither ?** demanded Angelina in a tremulous
voice.

¢ What mean you ?" emid Kate, apparently astonished at her questions, but
evidently confused ;— What strange delusion are you labouring under.

¢ Oh, no, it was no delusion,” sald our herdine, earnestly, ‘‘ I saw her as
plainly as 1 see you now; she hung over me 3=—she . preued her lips to my
cheek g she surely was mortal,and yet—-

¢ Indeed, my ehild,” said Kate in a pennnive tone, ‘‘ you must have been
dreaming ;—no person could have visited this room since 1 left it.” '

“ You would deceive me ;** said our heroine, *1 am positive of the trath
of what 1 have asserted ; I marked her features well, as she hung over me, and
there was something in her expression which I ghall never forget. Tell me,
for T am convinced you know, who:was the, and for wlnt purpose came she
to me : ’

Kate returned no answer, but walked to the other end of the chamber,
and’ stood there for a few seconds apparently deeply wrapped in thought.

¢ It was fmprudent,” she mumured to herself, in a low tone, but sutliciently
Toud for Angelina to hear her, —* *twas folly—’twas madness."’

“ Ah! you do know,” utfered our heroine, * yet you refuse to uti:fy me ?
«~—Tell me, this abbey is inhabited by mere than yourself.”

“Seek not to know that which I am not at present permitted to reveal,”
said Kate solemnly ;—*by maintaining a profound silence upun all yow see
and hear within these ancient walls, you can only hope to escroe .that trouble
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which-would otherwise ‘attend you. Be mtisied, lhuu-wh veaide horo are
your friends,”

Kate uitered these lnst words with an carichtners of expn-hl that pnrlkn-
larly struck Angelina, but otill was her ' mind saxious and. uneasy about the
mysterious event which had lately eccurved to hors That she had- nat beep
deceived she was confident ; she had distinctly seen the female form leaning
over ‘her, she bad in the brief space of time that she was permilted to gaze
upen them, marked well her features, and she was certain that it was no
phantom, the creation of her disordcred imagination, but a tangible ohject s »
human being, and who she bad not the slightest doubt, for some pasticular
reasons; known only to herself and Kate, sought a réfuge.in the abbey ruins.
‘The strange Behaviour of the latter more and move sarprised. her, and she was
completely bewiidered in endeavouring to imagine what could be ber motives
for ber conduct, and why she should take so deep am interest in her fate,
‘but she was unable to form even the most remiote idea uwpon the ssbjeot.

“ Girl,” said Kate, after a pause, * girl, I see¢ that your' cariosity is exeited
10 & great degree to knew who I really am, and why 1 sbould preserve
such a mystery in my general conduct; and I am notsurprised that it should
"be, but some time or the other, when I shall be esabled to explain myself,
trust me you witl perceive that I have been justified in the course I have
pursued, and that cruel necessity left me no other nlfernative. You will then
be grateful to me for~—, But enough of this, I must not explain more for
the present, be satisfied, and above all, be secret -as to what you may see
or hear within these walls, for en that probably the life of mors than ame
individual' depends, If you should have occasion to speak of me te any one,
appear to place credit in my supernateral powers, for it is by assumiog that
character { keep the simple persons in the mighhourbood in awe, and render
my retreat secure.”

Deeply impressed by the tone in which Kate lpoke, our heroine pmmlud
implicit- obedience to her wishes, and could mot belp scrutinizing ber features
mdre narrowly than she had previously done, and was forcibly struck with
their rémarkable beasty, although age and sorrow had made sad inroads upon
them, At times there was a wildness in her eye, and her general demeancur,
which gave a supernatural effect to her appearance, and was sufficient to
6l the mind of a stranger with a seeret dread ; but when she aldrevsed herself
to our heroine, her toges were gentle, and the expression of her couwntenance
-was redolefit of afféetion, Once or twice Angelioa bebeld her gazing iateantly
upon-her, and-observed tears trembling in her eyes, but if she notired her, she
would hastily withdraw her looks from her, apparently with much confusion.

¢ Prithee go to'rest, my girl,’”” said Kate; after a short interval of silence,
4¢ you must need repose, and rest assured that ne ene will again interrupt your
slumbers, but that you are perfectly safe here while 1 am near you,” L

Angelina could not vefuse to comply with this request, but ber thonghts were
too much occupied with-the occurrences of the evening to suffer her to sleep 3
she, however, closed her eyes, and gave herself up to the free indulgence
of rumination till the moming. B5he then arose, and shortly afterwards, her
uncle knocked at the door, and was admitted. Kate greeted him with mach
cordiality, but she looked astonished and perplexed, which indeed she was,
with the singular events which bad occuried to him in the night. Kate’s pierc-
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ing eye seemed to ‘pémetrate tohis thoughts in an instant, and seeidg him about
to speak, she said 1=

* Remember my cautisn, and be silent.”— You: ate, indeed, a straiger,
woman,” said Mr. Woodfield, * and | bave tried in nhbnmnl your real
character. 1 like wot 50 mach mystery and secrecy..’

¢ In this case it is abselutely necestary, and I beg ofyucoduau I bave
requesied you,” roplied Kate ; ‘“wore you to disebey me, you would have
reason bitterly to repent it when it weuld be 400 lale, and it wonléd emtail
‘perpetual misery on yourself, und en her 'who is perhaps desrer tv .yon than
even your owa life.”

Mr. - Woodfield Jooked at her carnestly for a few minutes, nni then seid 21

“ Rest assured that I will attend to your request, since E believe you
to be guided by no bad motives, and as circumstasces have ¢onvinded me
‘that you are my friend.”

4¢ You but do me justiee by the oplnion you enterfain -of me,” angwesed
‘Kutés “bot the Baron do Morton—" .

19 a villain ! and that will L. tell him,” exclaimed Mr. Wdoedfield, * and
-demand satisfaction for the outrage he has comimitied.” -

“ For some time you will mot see him,” spid Kate, ‘‘ he has left this part
of the country s but oh, beware of him.!--Be. cautious how-yon approach
him, and' be wary and watchful of him, for you fittle know his craft and cun-
ning, and so one has more cavse to be your esemy than he has”® .

¢4 fear him not,” said Mr. Woodfield; *‘ although he may think that his
rank and power may shield bim, be shall learn that while shere is justice in the
¢ountry, that a person is not to commit so daring au outrage, and hald the
life of a fellow-creature in jeopardy, with impunity.’”’

Kate returned no answer to this, but she shook her head, spd aftera .bnn
pause expressed by her manner that she was anxious they sbould depart. Mr.
‘WoodBeld took the hiat, and rising from his ebair, took the arm of his niece,
and followed Kate to the entrance of the ruins, where, after ance more
enjoining them to secrecy, and having uttered a benediciion on the head of
ovr heroine, she bastened from the spot, and left them to pursue their way
-home, *

Mr. Woodfield, notwithstanding the eaution wucb had been givea t© him
‘by Kate, felt it a very dificult matter to conceal from Angelioa the strangs
events of the night, and he could plainly perceive by the paleness of. her
countenance, and the agitation of ber maaner,’;that something bad also ec-
curred to her, but which she had been warned mot to divalge. They talked
baut littfe on their way home, and then it was evident that the subjacts they
spoke upon weve entirely barren of any interest to them. The remarkable
concatenation of events connected with Kate and the juins of St, Mark,
conspired to fill both-their miuds with vague ideas, doubts, and perplesities,
and their neat and bandsome cottage, burst upom their view before they
bad bestowed a thought upon it, or the anxious beings that were so impa-
tiently awaiting their arrival.

The agitation of Mrs. Woodfield and Laura during the lluenco of Mr.
‘Weodfield, may be easily imagined ; and when day afier day passed away
without their henring any tidings of cither him or' Angelina, their minds
were racked almust to distraction. and they begsn n think that not ouly
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had the latter perished, but that Mr. Woodfield had also lost bis life ia‘at-
tempting to rescue ber from the power of the villnin who had borne ber
away from them. Their suspicions still lighted upon the Baron de Morton,
and wnable longer to endure their fears and anxiety, they determined to
obtain an interview of the baroness, and to demand an explamation. With
this design in vicw, Laura and ber mother had left their cottage, and were
proceeding towards the castle, when Kate crossed their path, and commanded
them to abasdon their preject, and to returs home, assuring them that beth
Mr. Woodficld and his niece were safe, and wosld, in a few days, be restered
to them.

Fearful of disobeying her, and seriowsly believing that Kate pounnd
some supernatural power, they did tarn back, and endeavoured to reconeile
themselves, and to place full reliance in: the promises of the wemsan eof
the ruins. Need we describe their extacy, when, as they were seated on
the beach underneath their cottage-window, they bebeld Mr. WoodSield und
Angelina appreaching. At first they could scarcely believe their eyes, bat
when thoy came mearer, and they were certain they were not mistaken, a
scream of joy escaped from each of their bosoms, and rushing towards thein
they became locked fondly in each other’s arms,

The first emotions of their restoration having subsided, they eagerly de-
manded an explanation of the whole affair—who had borne Angelisa away~-
how Mr. Woodfield had found her out—amd by what means he had been
enabled to rescue her. These questions Mr. Weodfield answered as briefly
as pomible, taking care, at the same time, not to disciose anything which Kate
had enjoined bim to keep secret. They both heard the account with mwch
astonishment, and’ partiqularly when they were informed that to Kate they
were indebted for the life of . Angelina. ‘

¢ Well,” observed Laura, after they kad beea discoursing for some time
upon the subject, ““it is very clear that the wild woman of the nln is a
witch, or she never could act in the manner she does.”

“1 am decidedly of your opinion,” ceincided her mother; ‘‘but, at any
rale, she is the best sort of a witch L. ever heard of, for, uvulilss others,
instead of doing all she can to annoy and perplex us, poor mortals, shie seems
to take delight in thwarting the dodgu of the guilty, and in assisting the
oppressed.”

Mr. Woedfield did endeavour to remove this absurd and euperstitions
idea, which was favourable to the wishes and desigis of Kate. But they
listened apparently with even deeper interust to the eulogies which Mr. Wood-
ficld bestowed upon Hugh Clifferd, who had so generously aad willingly
siven them his amistance, withoat whlehh could not have seeceeded in his
object.

.!‘ Bless my soul!” ejaculated Laura, -mng, ¢‘ what a romantic adventere
—old Gothic suins—a haunted tower—a stolen damsel—and a ervant in the
shape of a gallast yewag man, who, of course, must be very hndnme-—u he
rot, Angelina "

Apgelina blashed deeply, and faltered out some confused ‘amswer; and the
tantalising Laurae observing the effect her question had upn- ber, seemed

* inclined to persst in following ap the subject.
a *“Ah!” gaid she, smiling archly at her cousin, ‘I ses I have guessed
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right. Yout hnight emlhbwmmbmﬂhﬂ bat
then the idea of a smuggler captain —vee—"

¢ Esough of this, Laura,” isterrupted her father, lnpﬂenﬂy 3 “-bb situas
tion in life is bis misfortune , but to kit we owe & debt of ‘nliudc .l-ieh
we.shall aot be' able easily to repay.” ..

. Lauwra became silent, and our bereles l’alttn-t relief. 'l'hythenodemd
wpon the subject of Angelima’s seizure, and Mr. Woodfield expresed bis. ju-
diguation against the Baron de Morten ia »e very mensured- terms, and
mantioned hjs determination e seck redress, and to gain the pnluth.cf tlo
law against any future attempts that the baron might make.

' “The bared is weslthy and powerful,” eid Mres. WoedfieM ;' “-nd l
thisk it would be much beder to avoid any .contention with him, by leaving
‘the; aeighbonthood altogether, by witich we shall escape ‘his pmnﬁol. which
in.the mest singular and unacceuntable that I ever heatd of”’.

“ Think yollhn that his wenlth or pewer will intimidiate me from seeking
that redress which the law eatities .me tof” sald Mr. Weedfield. ¢ No,
indeed, it shail not ; but for the present we will drop the subjeot) and waic till
the baren retugns to.the castle. In-the mean times Angelina .must use ohe
utmiost caution in her bebaviour, and not to be away from home aay mere than
be cant pamsibly belp ; for,  dosbitless, the villain will bave none: of Ih .yr
midows lugking sbout the neighourhood.” -

The cotversation was now dropped, and they separated; '

Gralcful to beaven for ey providential reseve. frum the fate with whick the
Baven de Morton had threatened her, every time ‘her thonghts adverted to
the subject,n0 did the image of Hagh Clifford rise upen her wind, pictured
in all she glowing colours whioch por warmest admiratios could saggest.
For bours she would contemplate his likeness, and recal to bef memory the

expressive looks he bad bestowed upon her, the sentiments of evident regard
which his tongue had gives utterance (0; and reflection but stamped bis form
mere indelibly on her misd, asd convinced her that she had admitted a pasion
to her heart,” which sho had kmewn ‘alone by name, before she saw him.
‘Wreng as' she knew she was in retainitg possession of the miniature, she could
set make up her mind to part with it, neither had she the means of returaing
it, not knowing. where to find Hugh Clifford, or when they might meet again.

Several days elapsed, and nothing particular occurred; our heroiae, in
obedience to her uncle’s injunctions, bad not left the cottage to aay distance,
asd' the barom wes still absent from the castle. Angelina had seversl times
thought upon the adventure she had met with in the abbey ruinsg—the form
she had soem, and the awful noises she. ‘had heard, and she in vain tricd to
solve the mystery. The words which. Kate had spoken to her, and the cautien
she had given her, with regard to Hugh Clifford, alse frequently toimented ber
thoughts, and her mind might be sdid to be in a continnal state of restiessness.

it was about a week after her return home, that Angelioa, Laurk, and Mrs.
‘Weodfield were sitting in the cottagé pariour one eveasing, when they were
suddenly alarmed by hearing a groan which seemed to proceed from some
persén immediately ouiside the cdottage. They wers terribly frightened, and
for a second or itwe were uncertain how to act. Mr, Weodfidid had beea
from home since the morning, and as a sudden thought darted acréss Mrs.
‘Woodficld’s mind, she jumped from her chair, and exclaimed:— *.
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“Good God! surely it cannot be your uncle, Angelina ;—should any harm
have happened to hin—"

The groan was at that moment repeated, and the three females rushed
simultaneously to the door and threw it open. Angelina started back with a
scream, when she beheld Hugh Clifford leaning against the door-post, and
bleeding profusely from a wound in his breast.

It would be impossible to describe the consternation of all three when they
beheld the smuggler captain, and prompted as they were by motives of
bumanity, sfill did neither Mrs, Woodfield or Laura offer to render any sssist.
ance, they were so astonished and alarmed. But the extreme agitation evinced
by our heroine, the more surprised tlmn, and especially when she ex-
claimed in a voice of deep emotion !—

¢ Good God! be is murdered! alas! who has done this?”

Hugh Clifford looked up ia her face, and there was an expression in his eyes
which showed how much her words delighted him, and more than compen-
sated him for any pain he might endure. In those few words he discovered
that which he was so anxious to know, namely, that he was not indif-
ferent to her; that she felt for him already, although probably unconscious of
it herself, the dawning of a passion which would shortly expand into all the
extent the ardour of woman’s most fervent love, At that moment, even in
the midst of the pain he then endured, he experienced a sensation of delight
which ke had seldom felt before.

‘;s'net maiden,” ho uttered, in feeble tones, ‘“be not alaymad ;—some

0,15
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_ miscreant has fired at we; near this cothege,—1 am faint with W8 less of
blood, but I do not think £ am daigeroudy wosaded j2-1 eitoot groceed
farthor, and——" . e

Hugh Clifford conld not say another wotd; but csmplotely exhikasted; would
have susk o the earth, had not Angeliaa abd Laits (#hié sppsared to be
coltipletely struok either with 15a slngulatity df 1he cirenmsiance, or the peanty
of the smuggler captaih, but prebably froth Both eduses,) idints

 Pray asist me {0 ledd Kim inte the cottigh,and 1 will thesi go for the
assistance of a dottor ; do net bsliate, 1 beéssich yob, of s will @lay”
urged Angelitn, fervendly: s, Woodield fooléd astosidied ei 106 sarénl-
ness of her imnner, but prompted by fedliegs of ’lnh‘ti?. e did ks she Was
deiired, and placidg blm i & chhir; enfexvoutdd: (4 stop the Wound, frem
wliich the bilood Sewed profusely: : - R

o T4 is the preservet of my Kfe’ said odr hersind, in réply to the fnqukr-
ing looks of het aunt dnd Laursy ¢ el God! whtt muridfous haid hes dte
this; alas! should be die 1" . . :

Hugh Clifford, who bad at (hat mamsent tétoveteds and averbtard #hé ob-
sesvations she tande use of, looké# up, and suillliy gratefally wpos Ker, shid,

“in & faint volce (e -

“1 thank you, from my hestt I thatik you for the anxisty you espress,
fair damsel ;—but I require the Immedjste aitendance of —''

«¢ | will hastén for & doctor,” cried Angelimt, eagetiy, ind usable to concenl
the deep anguish whiek filled her breast at e slisation of Hugh. A she made
a motion to go towards the door, liowéver, he, by & aigaificant expresslsn,
recalled her, and beckonifrig ber to comé nearsr, ke cbserved j—

¢No, no, sweet damsel, that must not be ;—a stranger might—but you
understand me ?** - )
%1 do,” replied Angelina, “ hut what is to be done }=—you must not be left
{o die !’ . . )
* Hugh Clifford once more thanked the agitated maiden with his looks, and
said ;— ’

¢ Your uncle,~—{s he not within !*

' 4 He is not,” replied Angelina. C . I

"¢ Tha is unfortunate,” said (he wounded man; 'L would send to Saint

Mark’s Abbey, and let Kate know what has happened, and she would basten
my assistance.” ' ' ) )
¢ Endeavour tb stop the Howing of the biood,” retnraed Angelina, ¢ and

I will myself basten to the abbey.” . -

¢ You, child! and at such a time #* said Mrs. Woodfield, in astonishment ;
bt Angelina heard her nof, for before she had finished the sentemce, she
had hastily snatched her bonnet and cleak from behiad the door, and was en
her way 6 the abbey ruins. ’ ,

Filled with the utmost alarm, the maiden fled with precipitation, and in
a very short time reached the ruins, which she entered, but was at a less
which way to proceed, or how to obtain an interview with Kate. It was com-
pletely dark, and the solemn silence which reigned around, filled her bosom
with dread, but the perilous situation of Hugh Clifferd guickly banished
every other thought, and after a pause, she endeavoured te find out the spair-
cise which led to the apar(ment, whither Kate had conducted per apd her
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unsip, sa their-escaps froin the oeast-guard. .Ghe hed just succesded -in
guining ¢he fact of the siaiss, when she snddqnly heard & door closs te, and
o light froia the gullery above streamed wpen her. She looked up, think.
ing it was Kate, and to her astomishment bobeld the ssme fgure which she
Bedesn lesning ovar hev, o the night sha kad slept at the abbey. She carrfed
& inmp in her band, ond was just in the ast of descending the staits. When
she beheld sur heroine, she fixed upon her as estnest look of surprise,
emetion, and affection, then saddenly darted back into the room from which
she bad just before emerged, and Angeliss was loft in derkness.

These was ne time for delay; even now it might be too leta ta save the
Jife of Cliffusd, mnd with » resolution which the cirsemstances engendered,
she asgonded the sinirs, and wes sbout 1o kueak at the door through which the
fovm had yanishgd, when she beheld s light at the othsr end of the geliery, and
the neyt moment, Kate ateod before her.

‘“How new, maidew;’-=she exelsimed, ¢ wbu heings you Ime at this
hour, and in sush a state of trepidation? Whet seck you IV

In s fow wapds, Angeliss infarmead ber, ““ Good God ! nndod,uyyoﬂ"
she exsinimed, asd her comntemancs and demesmousr betrayed the greatest
ceasternation and agitstion; * oh, lot me fly te his amistance. Angelina,
hastea hack to the cottage, it would net be weil for us to be seea together;
1 shall be these as soon as yeu ave.”!

Angelios cheyed her, and on the way hack to the eotiage, she: reflected
with the mest fulense anxiely upon the situasien of Mugh Clifferd, and men-
tally effered up a prayer to heaven for his preservation.)In thet moment, for
the first time, the real situation of her heart hecama evident te her, and in apite
of every struggle, eyery obstacle which might prevest itself, ske was cons
vinced and mentally acknpwledged that she loved him.

When she reached the eottage, she found that Kam, atiended byn wnan
whom our heroine yremembsred te bave seen on board the smaggler's veasel,
and whe aoted in tha eappcity of gurgesn (o sny of the caaw that wese iil, or
heppenod to gof wounded-mhad already awived thare, having gone by a'neares
ronts than she was acquainted with. Mp». Weodfield had alee retarned Some,
and wes up stairs with the wessded man, wha had heen removed teo deod,
Hugh Qlifferd’s wouads, upon exswinatiop, ware prononnced by tha dacter
net to he dangetang, hut ke said it wpuld be impemible to remeoyo kim for the
ptosent, and that he must be kapt ae still an possible. With (be mont motherly
care and affection, Kate hung oser bim, and meve than asae she pressed her
lips %o his, and gave uttsrance to werds of lave and tenderness. Hugh could
give no further account of the affair than in passing wear tha cottage, on hia
way to the abhay, some persan; who seemed to be lyisg in ambush, fired at
bim, ond the darkness would mot permit him to sce the wreich who had
sttempied hie life. That their okject waa not robbery, waa quite certaln, and
ha could 0ot foem any idoa who ihe intended asassin counld be.

Kate lisiaped ta him sagesly, thes paused, and hit her lips; but she mdo
nR ABAWAT,,

M Woodfield conld pot belp npoticing the ongerness with which Aucllu
inquired after Hugh, when he returned tg_the pariauy i sud the warmth with
which sba exclaimed ¢ Thank God I”” whan abe was informad that the wpund
waanet dapgerous,  Hor wagle logked earaetly for 3 minyte, thea walkieg o

|
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the other side of the room, muttored seme words which were unistelligible
to any one but himsell. He pisinly saw the impression which the smuggler
captain had made upon her, and he remttd-uthlcntﬂom
which bad brought him te the cettage.

There was another thing which bothered Mr. Weodfield, this was, lov to
accommodate him. The chamber he was now in was the owe fn which Ange-
lina and Laura slept, and he had mo other comveniemco for them, but at
length it was decided that they should intrude upon the kindness of their
neighbour, Dame Gertrude, ustil Hugh Clifford bad recovered, and was able
to quit the cottage. This arrangement being made, they departed for the
cottage of the old woman, attended by Mr. Woodfield. He iaformed Ger-
trude that baving not long before received an umexpected guest in the person
of a male relation, froma distant part of the: country, be requested that she
would endeavour to accommodate his daughter and ‘niece by suffering dae-
to lodge with her while ho (the said relative) remained with bim.

Gertrude was very ready to consent to this, for she was much attached to
Laura and our hereine: and besides, it would afford her company, her cot-
tage being lonely, no one living in it but berself, and she bad another excelieat
bed, which ber son, who was now away from home, used to sleep in. As.soon
as Mr. Woodfield bad- taken his departure, old .Gertrude having forced
them to partake of the humble repast which she had spread before them
ou their entrance; would have entered imto a long conversation, and bave
askod ‘a multiplicity of questions about the guest at Mr. Woodfield’s cet-
tage, but Angelina evaded her questions as much as possible 3 but she had
considerable difficulty in preventing the garrulous tongue of the thought-
less Laura from relating all the particulars, and betraying who it was, notwith-
standing, her father bad particularly cantioned her upon that suhject, oa their
way thithers Soom after they had had supper, Angelina having pleaded a
head-acke, and Laura being anxious to have some conversation with her
cousin upen- the strange event of the night, they requested Gertrude to excamse
them, and she conducted them to the clean room in which they were to sloep.

“ Well,"” observed Iaura, “I wonder how Mr. Clifford is now. I mast
confess, Angelina, that he hasjone of the handsomest faces that I ever saw
before ; and then - his manners are so elegant. Who would think he was a
smuggler? Bat yet I do no not wonder after all, though I couldw’t help
noticing it at first, that yow should express such violent emotion when you
saw him, and the glanees of affection that——t’

" ¢ Lauara,” interrupted our keroime, hastily, while crimson blushes suffused
her cheeks, “ what mean yon? Glances of affection !”

* ¢ repeat it, affectionm,” said Laura, pertinaclously, ‘‘ah, cox, looks
sometimes express more than words; and when a handsome young maam like
this Hugh Clifford (bless me! what a romantic name !)e=I say, when a
handsome young man like Hugh Clifford, considering that you are imdebted
to him for your liberty-and your fife, is the object, there are very few pirls
that would be able to resist him. I must say that I have no such'adamane
tine heart, and T am 5o captivated with him, that I am hadt hclhed Qo ioe-o
your rival, and to set my cap at him.”

w ¢ Laurs,”” suid our hereine, who was vexed at ler cousin’s obmtlom,
or rather chagrined - that she should huve discevered that, which she had
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Serely dedn able to ackuowledge berself yet; you ure alvuylfordng
* erroneous and preposterous conjectures.” - '

- % Bat my conjectures are not unfrequently verified,” returned Laura,
smiling; ¢ and particularly in these fove affairs: why, I reckon myself as
good as a‘witeh, Ab! dhat sigh wore than confirms the truth of my ideas,
Your heart is gone, cousin;' irrecoverably gone, and indeed if he was only
anything else but' a smuggler, I feel certain that be is every way worthy
to be its keeper.”

¢ What nousense you do talk, Laura,”’ retarned Angelina, *indecd I shall
be vexed if you penist in speaking to me upon the subject.”

“ Well, then, I am fearful that I mast incur yoar anger, rather tham
ceaso to talk epon a subject, which hes so taken my faucy that I camot get
¢t out of my thoughts,” said the imperturbable Laura. “ But now, my dear
couwsin, why should you be w0 cross, when I am only endeavouring to pay a
very high compliment to your taste ; I never saw such a charming man, both
=8 regards his person and manners. What beautiful eyes he has got; and thea
Iols hairis so dark and 0 glosry, and—— but let me see; now I think of it,
savely I bave seen him beforo? Where was it }=I have it. This is the very
young man whom I saw some few months back waiting in the meadows. Ahi
you blush, Angelinay I ste that 1 am right, and I perfectly weill remember,
how confused and bewildered. you was when I mentioned it to you !”

Angelina blashed more deeply on this, and her confusion and mortification
were much: excited by the manner in‘which her cousin con\hned to tantalize
bor. ¢
¢ Come, come, Angelina,” she resumed, ‘‘ do not continue to deny your
sentimonts; it is no use to me ;—and——ah! as I live, a miniature teo, nd

exactly like him ; well, this dees indeed astonish me !”

*+ Our beroine bastily endeavoured to conceal the miniatare which had exeaped
from bor bosom, but it was too late—Laura had seen quite enough ofi( to
satisfy her that her conjectures were true, .

- Never did Angelina feel more confused and mortified than ske did upen this

oseasion, but the more she tried to conceal the real state of her heart, the more
did her blushes reveal it to the inquisitive Laura, who, in spite of the emotion
which ber comsin betrayed, seemed to enjoy the discovery she had made
vastly, and appeared determined to persevere in her raillery, until she had
made her .confess the trath, with the most provoking obstinacy.
. 4¢ Well, Avgelina,” she exclaimed, “ I must confess that I never imagined
you were so sly; why, you are a perfect intriguer; carrying on a secret
correspondence with a young man, and accepting miniatures from him, and
gooddess: knows what; by-and-bye I' should not at all be surprised if we
hons of aa clopement. Dear me! I really should delight to hear of such
a circumstance, if it were only for the romantic charaeter of the affair.”

S¢.Laura,” .said our heroine, seriously, * this levity is cruel, and I am
astopished that you will persist in it. Besides, such insinvations as you have
just witered, throw a doubt.upon my waat of prudence, which you must be
confident is quite grousdiess, I will never act in any way which may ot
meet the approbation of my friends or my own conscience I”

“ Heigho ! ejaculated Laura, “ what serious mortals this love makes of us
poee gicls, at Jeast of some of 3 but for my part, I cannot see that there is

e
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anpihing ot aM segipus jo the matipe,pad if 1 thopght thare mas. T wond for-
swear matrimony, and live in singla blpspeduom pJl wy days, Naw, my dear
€05, fo nat look so sajemp, I pray 5 I have ap deubt that you thipk me ¢ very
wicked, provoking, Jittle gisly but you wistpke ma, I apsure you, . fam
pot gojug to bp jealeus of yeu, ueithes am I golag ta upbraid yen fos thet
which | am lishle o he, guilty af wyssify for lowa, I take ity is a very
spturpl thing, and has heon estahlished pyer gince the world begen ; and it is
one which I hope will be as long #s creation lasts, for what poar martals
whavld we b without it ; but new, my dees girl, s)d that [ swish yau fe do, is to
confide in me, and you will find me, I will answer for if, ’N‘“ﬁ friend, and
» geod adviser in spile of my mpny feivolities.”

Angslina turned amay ber head and sighed, .

“My dear cowsin,” resumpd Lagrs, “ can yay now logk mlmmuly i»
{he face, agd deny that you love this Hugh Clifiord 2’

Our beraing agsin sighed, hut retwrned ne apswar. -

¢ AR! X app bow it is,” ejuculated Lauss, mu cousin’s hand, and
lookjng tenderly in ber face; I have guossed right, your heart ackpowr
Jedges Hugh Clifford for its lard, and yot yau weuld fain persyade yowrelf
o the contrary. Nay, it is weeless to deny it3 rather (ell ma the (ruth; and
elate to ma pll the intervisws yau heve bad with himj all the sweet things
be bas uttersd, tg ypu, and the affectionate reppensas you bave mada ; lot wme
know all r—s”

 Laura, dgsr Laura, for Heaven's gake,”—interrupted our beroises in-

deed you are wrong; never have we had any secret interviews with him; neves
baye § utterpd 4 word that conld give encouragement to bis views, oprre?
. “Qhy then you will acknawledge that ke has confesiod 2” aagerly added
Laura, smiling archly, ““ asd yet your hesrt could he s obdurats as te resist
bim lmBat I cangot balicva it Was 905 besides, ia there not proof safficient
thas you di¢ pot discogsage his vaws, o5 why..accepy of bim the -iuiann
which you now wear "

. Apgalios, felt mare confused than hefare s . Mumm to
relata the whole iruth, o Lanca would still seiain the weong imprissien
hey. mind bad recsived, sad she wight then, vary jusily, vet ealy aseusa’ bey
of iwprudence, but bypacrisy ; ahe therefars requesiad har cowsin’s: patient
Altention far 8 few woments, apd then, ip ay fow wauls ss pessible, Telated
the manner in which the miniatere had fallen inte bar powemics, sad the
sircumatancep thet hed prevenied her baying an eppertupity of mtpraleg it.
Jayes Listened to her with mych apparent interest, snd whan she meonun\
tnrped ig her and gaidy—

“ But gfter gll, Angelipa, tel] pes and that owlldlxs does ok yous m
ﬁﬂ ad;ﬂ:rw tepsation ta that it pever did before, mmuoum

ve mek 2V
% Xt woyld he intnﬁow in me not te. utmn the preserver ouum.,
Laup,” sogwerad qur heroips,

1 like qgt At cold WArd.exs9m somin,” tatnssed Laam, o lndosds
oW tehe, YW Iaks, Jour emation convinees mo thak sony hoart dichien. e
word love in its plage! Come, opme, cqusia, is i& 0,1 a0 i4 impd fhorein
ap o af the matier,”

- Augaling Jogked 1A bsr conain’s fveas Mm tmi;thmuu* e
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sTmpatindy dhe SpAYEMAR M that 8F fhie afitons, Biab G2E8114AL-DURFEA ghrl,
dwd throwttig hetdelf od hibr deck, sh8 givé fide indulgence t8 het lamgscon
fied festings. : . ’

Great g this telief to vit Raftiné’s Bosoni § 17 Wils whiat f Bait tohg
Wintéd, d sympa(itzing Reéatt; b’ whicH e eould répose those tholights,
hosé wishes, which sbs it scarcely yot-Bared -ty dckdowlodgy irislf, ¢hd she
feit dt that inoinént happler thin élie iid Béuhi for iwhny dibnths: * Laturk, dl-
though & g1ddy; was & séndible girl, 2@ véry fond of her cOubly; ‘add sle,
thétefore, expresced tho wurmeést fnterést 1t her situhtion, une(mm hdf att
e kdvide that hrér kriowledgy, kiid miturd delibetation oh ¥ Circhotitddces
suggestdd, : ' .

4Bt alad 1 observed Aligeline, after they tind béew convémring for sbineg
time; “ what s the usé of thy encvuraging d passion, which tid wever bé
gratified ' 1t i only puiting ihe cankerworin of cats And misésy to Bodh var
Déuttd.” ‘

** And why é0, #ry thelanthily coz. P! asked Lautd, ¢ what aré the wonderfut,
the finurinonitable dbstactes which prevert themselves 3 your irhagimation ¥

“ 1§ &' iot a smisggler P* retdrned Argelina, ¢ biesides b 1§ unkadtn o
ud, and bé malntaing & becrecy over his teal nime, thatwwa’ :

“ Nonsense,” interrtipted Laard, ¥ If lie really lovéd §ou, he wilt ool té<
Mové (BE lattet difficulty, and satisfy yourself and iy fachér tHut Ais fdten-
tidts #ire hondurdble § b for hly being & shiggler, T éonfeds I do f1ot se¥ girys
thilhg Very otijectioridble, for he only retaliatés upon the tevinue wiich pltis
ders us of millions. However, may he not abandon that coutse 6f 1ifé ¥ '

Abgeting sighed ind shook het Dedd’ doubtlilly. Shé thed réthenibéidd the
setlotis injuhictions of K&t of (he Raitts, add the positive isnner 1 Whielt
shé had declared that bet wnd Magh mnét never love one atrofhet Gty M
fitenlls; dnd bér hedrt ofice wmote becamné the kbode of Helanchioly and Jerpary’
Pired of thikidg, the it eousitid tetlred to béd, and in « féw thindied WY
closed their eye-lids. e

’
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St e Sella o T et it P
L L cHAPTER XA T
frovn DLtIvand’s Pecovery, ndtiitinending the BRill of B wedical men
who Uitelfitd Wi, Wit very flow s a tircBimstahos Whilh eduwstl Mp: Wosdddia
considerable uneasiness; for, during his illness, his suspicions as the alfsation
wEN Angelaa Dad iniBibed fur him, were ctimiideradbly hrengtiaed; GOt
oftfy by 1o firtiry, dHid dhinést ihgdifles which vheé tindy eoiscerbidg hie Renfthy .
bt the Pletpiis #8d evincdd dpor vecelvibg u- Sivotrdbie agswirs. Wiilejon -
the contrary, any change for the worse, was alwitys réceived by hev with the
depest Bielifithdly; wAd' Efpremions of fénr. These ereuntsisaces loft o
adtit dpon Ms. Woodfield’s tiind; diat hid diece laved B suiuggiet capthim,
afit 1 be wat éomvineed of Her sifectivs, 1Y Tdss be tas 16 of Hugh Clidford's
efperienciig a féciprocsl attechment, for whettevér thé ndme of Angblion
wid theh{tboed, Wb eyes wotld brightsn up, aild he weuld evinee othér sythpe
t0M4 of vidlent einbiioh, Whith plainty shiewed: that Weo Wi the cifect on whom
hi¥ (oaghts were contimtalty Bied, - .
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layhlnof-hrydld this idea cawse My, Woodfield, and he was ex-
tremely giad when the doctor pronounced that Hugh was well enough to . he
removed, and Kate of the Ruins urged his quick departure to the abbey,
for fear that some of his enemies might discover his piesent retreat, and not
only bring bim into trouble, but place Mr, Weodfield and' his family in rather
an awkward pesition for having given shelter to him.—The morning intended
for the departure of Hugh Clifford, all the family met at breakfast. It was
the first time the former and our heraine had seen each other since the evening
of the accident, and the pleasure they felt at meeting, and their sorrow at the
thoughts of being so soon compelled to saparate again, were too apparest
to escape the observation of Mr. Woodfield. At parting, Hugh Clifford,
after baving in the most warm and enthuslastic manner expressed his thanks
for the kindness he had received at the hands of Mr Woodfield and his family,
hoped he might be permitted to pay them an occasional visit when be was in
the noighbourhood. Angelina’s eyes sparkled when be made this request,
and she watched eagerly the countenance of her uncle. He observed her; but
although he replied in & less cordial manner than was his custom, te Hugh
Clifford, be felt bound, after what the latter had done to serve him, mot to
refuse, and the smuggler captain quitted the cottage, accompanied by Kate,
who had come there early in.the morning for that purpase.

Several days passed away, and Mr. Woodield had in vain endeavoured te
think of some plan to put an end to the evil he apprehended. Angelina he had
observed to be more than usually melancholy, and, of course, he was at no loss
to imagine the cause.

. It was on the fourth day after Hugh Clifford had quitted tlu cottage, that
Mr, Woodfield had just returned from his aftonoon s walk, and was crossing
the garden, when just as he had reached a small alcovo,ho heard the voices of
two persons talking in tones which induced bim to listen, At first he could net
distinguish what was said, but at length the following words in a female voice,
caught his ear :—

¢ Alas ! why should I conceal it? Surely, there cannot be anything culpable
in acknowledging those affections that spring from virtue alene, aud which the
heart deelares it would be hypocrisy to deny 2**

¢¢ Heavenly sounds! blest words 1”” replied the voice of a man, in enraptured
accents, ““am I then so bappy, or is it a delusion too sweet to be true? You
love me them, dearest, best of girls, ardent as that affection which dwallis
within my heart for you? Ob, let me seal the dear acklowlodg-ent witha
thousand kiamses ! a

The patisnce of Mr. Woodfield could endure no more 3 he rushed roupd
to the front of the alcove, and bekeld Hugh Clifford with one knee beat to the
earth, while he pressed the hand of the blushing, but willing Angelina, with
the fondest transport to his lips. -

. For a foew minutes Mr. Woodfield was so astonished that he was unable to
speak, and stood gasing upon the bewildered lovers with mingled expres-
sions of anger and pity. Hugh Clifford hastily arose from the ground, while
Angelina, covered with blushes, and trembling with emotion, averted her
head, and waited in terrible suspense for those reproaches which she expected
her uncle would give utterance to. Hugh Cliffard was the first who recovered

himself, and pecing the indignation which mantled in the countcnance of
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Mr. Woodfield, he loocked sapplicatingly towards Angelina, and made an
effort to address him, but Mr. Woodficld waving his hand with a serious
aspect, pyevented him : — :

‘“Not a word, sir,” aaid he, *““you cannet offer a word in extenuation
of your conduct. Iiegret that the good opinion I formed of you, should be
thus . changeds an honourable man, sir, would not have chesen sach a
method of —"

“ Mr. Woodfield,” interrupted Hagh Clifford, with much emotion, ¢ hear
we, I beseech you; but eue word.”

‘“Not a syllable,” said Mr. Woodfield, peremptorily, ‘I should at afl
timgs bave been happy to meet you as a friend j—but henceforth, I maust
- decline your visits altogether; believe me, I shall never forget how much I
owe to you for your services. Angeliaa, follow me.”

A momentary glow of indignation and offended pride mantled in the cheeks
of Hugh Clifford, at the haughtiness of Mr, Woodfield’s demeanour, bat our
beroipe fixed upon him an expressive look, and it vanished in an inatant, and
turning to her uncle, as he was about to lead her into the cottage, he nid
in an earnest and urgent tond :—

¢ Mr. Waodfield, I must beg of you not {o leave me without affurding me an
opportunity- of explaining myself, however severely my heart may feel it, [
will be ready to submit to your will, Grant me only a few moments con-
versation.” : "

No, 16
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Mr, Woodfield hesitaled for a short time, but seeing the earnestness of Clif-
ford’s Hasifitr, dhd probably femembering that gratitude for the terviEé he
bad done Bim, démanded some Mitle considérdtion, ke relented, aid d“e the
following answer :—

“ 1 will yield to your request ;— Angelina, tetire.”

With & ireiiibling step, and without ventaring to give a glance towarls hngh
Clilford, ditr heroine ebéyed, and her uncle having watched ber sifely fhto
tlie tbtiage, thrned to the former and said i—

@ Naw. slr, what have you to say in excuse fot your conduct i”

« Loyé, ardent, pure, and sincere love,” answered Hagh clifford, ﬁhblﬂy s

—stph, miy dear sir,surely 1 mag be exctised for inbibing 4 affictich foi a

tmsel, whose intrinsic and personal charms would e'en kifidie lové in a ftélc’s
Hekrt #—By heaven! I.—"

¢ Nay, siry? lnlermpted Mr. Woodfield, i [ wish ndt to #edr any Mﬁi:, l‘ey
will all be useless; fnte has placed an igseparable bartier Bet#edti §6i; dnd
ybt must meet nb more.’

' Burely this decision is cruel, is harsh; " s&id Hugh, reproschfilly,~ “ bue
¥ can easily conjecture your reason ,—you scorll me, becadse I agi & hnug-
gler !—But lawless as you will say { am, Hugh Clifford cannot npniuﬁ bim-
self with the performance of a single action which could cail the Wluiti of
shamé nto his face, or which he would not readily perform agafh. But thodgh
of that,—1 lové—Y adoré your bcau(oons niece, &nd this day I hive ret¥lebd
an nsiurance from her sweet lips—' A )

@1 heard it,? interrupted Mr. Woodfield, bpatiently, ¢ Tt wil, dvabtiéss,
extorted from her, and therefore——"

¢ By Heaven you wrong me !” exclahined Hugh.

¢ Then why meet in a clandestine manner 2’ demanded the other,~* why sot
seek my consent in the first instance 2*’

« It was my intestion to have thrown myselfat your fret ibis very day, and
acknowledging our mutual passion, requedt of jou to suffer me to piy my
addresses to Angeliae,””. replied Cliford.

« That would have been useless,” returned Mr. Wwﬂﬁold, “T repoat, tit
you ust forget each other.” .

¢ Impossible!’’

« It must be so, fate ordains it;"* addéd Mr. Wooliéld; ¢ but ¥eélede tire,
Mr. Clifford, barsh and tyrannical, althiough youn iy think me, I enferfatn a
due sense of your merits; and ahall always be happy tb wieet you is a friend,
but, until you can conquer your umfortunate passion, you snd iy nlecé miubt
be strangers to one anothér. It is useless to seck to alter this détemination j=e
it is irrevocable.”

« If my occupation is the objection,” said Hngh, ¢ dear ds my brave
‘assaciates ure to me; and warnly attnched as [ ‘am to-the Mfe of dbverty; here
4¢€ once' will 1 renodnce it.”

¢‘Forget that ever you saw Angelina,” exciximed Mr. Whoeédfickd; fa a
tone of pity, but decision 3 “ erase her image froth your heart, for sbe ‘¢an
hever be yours.”

Never, by—"

¢ Hold !” interrupted Mr, Woodfield, ‘again I tell you vows are tvslems
and Mr, Clifford, I caution you, nay, I entreat of you as you value your éwn
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peace, and the future happiness of her, you have acknowledged you love,
do not persiit in urging your passion ;—do not seek to strengthen an afection
in her heart, which, as it is withent the least chance of being gratified, might
cause that heart to break.”

« And what can be this strange, this mighty obstacle you mention " de-
manded Clifford, in a state of great agitation.

It is a tecret none must be acquainted with at present,” answered Mr.
Woodfield ;— but let it suffice that it is so, and that my wishes must he
obeyed.”

“They must;’”’ exclaimed a loud voice, and the next moment Kate of the
Ruins darted from behind the alcove, and stood before them, fixing her
eyes sternly upon the smuggler ceptain, who seemed astonished and bewil-
dered at her sudden and unexpected appearance, and turned away his bead
in evident confusion;—* Rash buy!" she continued, after a brief panse,
‘“seek not to disobey, as yon vilue your own peace, and that of her nho has
ever been your dearest friend. Alas ! you know not the dreadful conse-
quences that the indulgence of this unhappy love may be productive of.
1 shudder to contemplate them.”

“By my soul, this mystery is insupportable,” cried Hugh Clifford, pas-
sionafely, * are all my hopes to be blighted by an accursed fate, over which
it appears T have no controul, but which I cannot fathom ?—Why do you not
solve this painful riddle.”

¢ At preseut, it must not te,” answered Kate ;—‘‘but it is the will of a
Power we dare not question, and you must submit to it. Follow me, Hugh!”

Kate spoke this in an aunthoritative tone, and by her manners, showed that
she ceuld command obedience. Clifford at first hesitated, and turned a look
of entreaty upon Mr. Woodfield, but the latter averted his head, and Kate
having repeated her mandate, he reluctantly obeyed, and slowly left the
spot, followed by that mysterious wotnan,—and Mr. Woodfield hastened into
the cottage. ’

Angelina had retired to her own apartment, but her uncle did not inquire
for her, although it was evident that his mind was greatly agitated, and he
frequently strode hastily across the room, and seemed to be absorbed in the
most painful thought.

Mrs. Woodfield and Laura (the latter of whom was with her cousin up
stairs), were perfectly aware of what had happened, and being prepussessed
in favour of Hugh Clifford, who, during the time he had been at the cotiage
bad compietely charmed them by the sweetness and urhanity of his manners,
sincerely sympathised with them in their affection, and would have felt glad
bad no obstacle presented itself to their union; though why Mr. Woodfield
should be opposed to it, unless it was on account of Clifford being a smuggler,
they could not conjecture.

Many were the tears of bitter anguish our heroine shed when she retired to
her room ;—just at the moment when she felt the full effervescence of that
flame which had for some time heen gathering in her bosom ;—when she had
listened with ecstatic delight to the ardent asseverations of Clifford ; ~when
her lips bad acknowledged a reciprocal attachment, and at that moment
she feit that he was dearer to her than her own life, that he was, as it were,
interwoven with her very existence, her uncle had appeared, and his looks
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were sufficient, if his words had not been, to convince her fhat despair was
at hand to ‘darken all those biight hopes, she would pot meny minutes
before have ventured to indulge in. The time which elapsed during the
interview between her lover and her uncle, seemed an age to her, and her sus-
pense was almost insupportable? Yet did she dread to hear the foofsteps of
the latter, for she expected he would summon her into his presence, and she
trembled at the thoughts of the lecture he would probably read her. But in
this idea she was agreeably disappointed, Mr. Woodfield did not offer to dis-
turb her, and after listening for hours to the exhortations of the affectionate
Laura, she bccame considerably more composed, and refired to rest, where
her busy imagination recalled in dreams the image of her love, and cvery
word to which he had given utteranee.

In the morning, Laura arose before her cousin, and the latter, on descend-
ing the small flight of stairs which led into the parlour, in which they always
took their meals, timid, and dreading to meet her uncle, asif she had been
committing some heinous crime, she paused at the door, which was partially
open, to enable herself time to compose her agitation, when the voices of
Mr. and Mrs. Woodfield, speaking in loud tones, excited her cariosity, and
she could not help pausing to listen. They were seated at the further end
of the room, and their backs were towards her. Laura was bnsying her-
self at the breakfast table, and did not appear to take any notice of what they
were eonversing about. ¢ It is cruel,” observed Mrs. Woodficld, reproach-
fully, ““itis very cruel thus to blight the hopes of the peor girl, (who I know
really loves him,) and those of Hugh Clifford, who, in spite of his being a
smuggler, 1 am certain is a worthy youth, and would make her a good hushand.
He bas money, and as you say be has offered to abandop his present calling,
what, in the name of all that is wonderful, can be your objection to——"

“ Dame, I tell you now, as I have often told you befoe,” interrupted Mr.
Woeodfield, ¢ that I cannot countenance the aflfection of any one for Angelina.
Did net circumstances, which it behoves me not to divulge at present, form
an insurmountable barrier to their union, even during the short time 1 have
known him, and notwithstanding the peculiar circomstances in which he is
placed, I confess that there is not a man to whom I would sooner give the
hand of my niece than this pgame Hugh Clifford—I am much deceived if he
does not possess a noble, a generous, and a virtuous heart.”

¢“ Ah! that I am sure he dges,” returncd Mrs. Woodfield, warmiy—have we
not had sufficient proof of that 2—~Has he not twice saved the life of her he
loves, and who then posscsses a greater claim upon her band aud heart than
be does P .

¢ That is all very true, Dame,” replied her husband ;—* I respect the young
man's virtues, and esteem his friendship, but as to his marrying Angelina,
I can never give my consent.” : .

¢ Why, goodness me, Arthur!” ¢jaculated the old woman, ¢ how strangely
you talk; who but you can consent to their nuptials? Are you not the only
protector Angelina has in the world, and who can question your conduct "

¢ Of that 1 am not certain,” said Mr. Woodfield, in an ambiguous manner;
—¢but enough of this—I like not the subject, as I have often told you;
my mind is made up, and ence for all.I say, that for the present, 1 cannot—I
will not ever give my consent to the union of Angelina,
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“ Then you will certainly break her heart, and have her death to amswer
for,” said the dame; * for I am confident, by what Laura has told me, what 1
have myself observed of her conduct, and the excessive violence of her grief
last night, that her heart is immoveably fixed upoa him. As for poor Hugh,
although our acquaintance has been short, I have watched him narrowly—I
have noticed the admiration with which he viewed our niece, and I am, there-
fore, certain, that witheut her his life will be for ever miserable. Indeed, it is
too bad thus to blight the happiness of one co young.”

¢ [ am sorry to be the cause of grief to him,” replied Mr. Woodfield, ¢ but
I cannot change my mind. Did you but know all, you would not blame me.”

¢ And what is the reason 1 am not considered worthy of your coafidence,
Arthar 2 inquired his wife—‘ this is not well. What secret of such impor.
tance can there be attached to ——" ’

‘¢ Ask no more questions,” interrupted her husbaud; ‘ you know that such
inquiries always vex me. Some day or other I may think proper to tel you
something which will convince you 1 bave acted right in what I bave dope;
till then be satisGed in knowing that it is my will, and that I have powerful
reasons for the incongruity of my conduct.”

Angelina, during the time this dialogue was golng on between her uncle and
aunt, had seated herself at the breakfast-table, unobserved by all but Laura,
who, at a significant nod from her cousin, did not offer to speak, although
she bad paid so little attention that she did not understand the temor of the
conversation.

At this part of the discourse, Mr, Woodfield turned round, and beheld that
Angelina was present.

‘“ Ah! Angelina,” he exclaimed, with more kindness in his tone than she had
expected, % are you here ? How long bave you been in the room "

Angelina, whose mind revolted at the bare idea of a falsehood, in a tremulous
voice informed him,

“ Then you, probably, overheard the conversation between me and your
aunt ?” observed Mr, Woodfield.

Angelina, in a low voice, answered in the sfirmative, and her cheeks suffused
with blushes, she turned away her head, and sighed. Her uncle watched her
stedfastly for a short time, but said nothing ; he could see from the sunken eyes
and pallid cheeks of his niece, the deep emotion she had suffered, and from his
heart he sincerely pitied her. He approached her at Jength, and taking her
band, pressed it affectionately as he said—

¢ Angeliasa, after what took place yesterday, it would be folly in me to deny
that I know the fatal passion which has unfortunately gained pessession of
your heart. Nay, my love, do not weep—I am not going to reproach you
for having imbibed that sentiment which is inberent in all our natures, bat I
wish to warn you—to adjure you to exert all your woman's fortitude, and stifle
it in its infancy, to suffer mot the ardour and impetuosity of youth to lead
you to encourage an affection for that object which can never be yours.”

Our heroine gently raised her head ; the tears were streaming from her
eyes; she tried to speak, but could not, and once more covering her face
with her handkerchief, she sobbed convulsively.

¢ Come, my dear girl,” said her uncle, in the tenderest accents, “do not
give way to this violent grief; -it distracts me to see it: would that it was
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in my power to accede to your wishes, bat as it is not, nay, more, as you
wenld save yeursclfl and me from fotwre misery, promise me that yon wiil
eéndeavopr (0 conquer youl usfortunate passion, asd that you will give no
furiher encousagement {o the advances of Hogh Chifford.”

;t mas sqme miautes before Angelina conld make any reply to these ebser-

watioss, hut at length, ashameil of the weakness she displayed, she madé a
powerful effort to regain ber equanimity, ané succeeded :nﬁciea(ly to answer
as follows, in 3 1ose of comparative firmness:—

“ My dear uncle, I trust that you have hitherto pever ﬁmnd me diso-
hedients and in” the' presgnt ipstance, soondr than cause ybu a moment’s
uncapiness, although - ‘my heart-break in the effort, I will endeavour to do

88 you desire.?”

¢ Dear, excellent.girl 1" eJu:nlMed Mr. Woodfield, kissing the tear-moist-
ened cheek of his niece, with the utmost fervour, ¢ I ought to have known that
yon weald not act in oppotition to my will, even at the scrifice of your
owp peace of mind. Rest aisored, strapge and ambiguous as my conduct
Wpay Appeatr it present, it is prempted bmly by an earnest desire for your
fulyre peace and welfare. The object who has inspired this passion in your
bosom is, I am sure, too noble, too generous, when he finds that circumstances
copepire to place an insuperable barrier to his love, not to endeavour to
vanqpish it, and try te place his affections on another woman not less warthy
of him.

¢ He can never do it, ‘I am certain,” remarked Mrs. Woodfield, warmly.
¢ Hugh Clifford, or I have most egregiously mistakeun his real character, is not
of that fickle-minded temper, so easily to eradicate from his memory the only
girl upon whom he has placed his warmest affections. He may appear to
ohey yon, bat in secret he will indulge his ardent love, until it preys upon
his health, and probably msay bring him to a premature grave, 1ndeed, I like
not sych wonecensary cruelty.’’

Angelina shuddered with horror at the picture which Mrs. Wocdfield drew. -

“ Dame,’’ sajd her hushand, augrily, * will you obstioately parsist in arging
me to that which 1 have already told you could only be productive of the most
unhappy consequences to vs all'? Mave I not told you that it is nécgssity,
and pot my will, which compgls me: tp reject the young man’s suit. Let me
again desire, nay, commant you to mention the snhject no more to me, unless
you.woyld make me wrefched,and bring dows the greatest misery upon these
yhom you love. Angelip, remember 1"

Having thus spoken, Mr. Woodfield hastened fiom the rocm to attgnd to
bis duties in the field, and the three females were left to themselves.

When Mr. WeodSeld had Jeft the cottage, the gtief occasioned by his words,
jo spite of all her effarts to.restrain it, found vent in a capjous flood of tears,
Mrs. Woodfjeld expressed by ber lopks and her manner the deep sympathy she
felt for her, and Laura, whese hilarity svas soldom interrupted, now evinced
a seriousness of demeanour which-was in her very remarkable. The efforts of
her ang her mother were combined in an attempt to soothe her.

. **Nay, my poor child,” said her kind-hearted aunt, ‘¢ do not give way to
this violent grief; your uncle may relent; he surely will, for well do you
know the affection he bears you, and I am certuin he cannot lang see you

uphappy.”
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“Ob; 00, 1'm sare he cannot,” observed Laura; ‘ miy fathér postenses oo
affectionate & heart to remain leng isfiéxible. 8¢ come, my dear cowsin, dty
your teats, andl live in hopes.”

Oar heroine shobk her head and sighed.

“ Alas!" she réplied, “ what liope is there for ine.?~—Has not my uncle
commasded me io forget him #~Have I not promised that I will endeavour
to ebey him, antl has he not told me that any dertliction en my part will ooly
be productive ef mitery te us allP—Nb, nn, there is dothlng .but deth
for me !”

Neither Mrs. Wdodfiell or her daughter made any reply to thdse om
tions, and after a pause, Angelina continadd 1~

“ Would ta heaven wo bad never et ; what houts of anguish it wunld bave
saved us both; yes, hoth I say, for I aim certain—mmy heart tells mb—that
Clifford’s sentiments are as ardent and sincere as my own, Oh, he & toe neliis,
too generous, to deceive me, and why shauld I be athaied to sckmbwiedge
a vittueus passion ? For a long time did I scek to deay my afection—evenm
to myself—but I can no lenger do so; Hugh Clifford, though Fate may divide
us, my heart must ever be united to yours, while it shall tlired with the pulsas
tion of life !”

This was the first time (hat Angeliss kad ever se opeal, divulged the

sentiments that filled hei hosom, and sbb feit relief from ¥,

"¢ From my very soul, dearest childy’’ said her aunt, * from my very soal do
I pity you, annd would that the power rested with me to make you happy, hew
readily=—huw joyfully woeald 1 do tt; for thére is somethiiig fn the countens
ance and behavivar of Hugh Gliffoid, which eonvinces wie that he 1s Wofthy of
you, in spite of his situation; dnd the Wystery wiilch hahgs vver him. Nevers .
theless, thére s o khowing whitt time alay effdet; sd ehdedvour td empue Ybur
feelings, and rest upsured that——:"

% OA, o, Bo,” interriapted Angelinh, ™ I thust Hdt Weps, Forla &Y so wm
be to disbbe§ sy trcle, and 1o break the prothise 4 Wate SAEE 10 kv -§ Wit
teek to think upon hivk only as u dear frient); At thotish By Heart shouid Sruik
in the painful Mreggie with vy Teelingy; I will -Adt do nym;mm 18-tk
wishes of ny benefactor.”

“ Ylu dre a good §if],” satd the 0&me, ¥ fnd Gdserde-u DoHEF M0 |- St
cannot el p thitking that your unclé is tod mystérions, dad 130 oftigoav. -

“ Wgh vrong Ki derr dubt—indeed you dé,” fervently sjacuinted Abpes
Koks ¢ my udete hag certainly some gowerful motives for his conduet, did'ucts
2ot By Bli own Wi or ficlimitivh, He hiay over been hind; fidulpéntusan
tirit 4 father could Bo towartls hs child. Butnow T 1Nk of It, thefé tdrthinty
is o vystery in hib coiduct and Me words that sirprises meé; aind which 1 ath a¢
aloes to mravel. From wht b snill to you, snd which Y ovetheird, thefe
appears to be some secret attachedl to my Bivth; whith it mifst not-fef thé prew
sedt Bivalge! What, in the name of Henven, ean It Be, antl for what aitt \
reserved? Fhd womun of tlié rainis; too, M Fepéutetly totd viv thAt ¥ s wor
what 2 ssem te bé, and hus-tiken ahi interdst in-the, whith adds to ‘the mymw
by which 1 am sovrobnded.*’

Mrb. Woodfdid wéhved grewtly surphidéd add hgmm, bt she mhle We
finaedinto ‘xuply.

¢ It is indced strange and unaccountable,” at length she said, * but belleve
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me I know no more about it than yourself. My husband and his brother
bad not been frieads for many years, and I sever saw either him or bis wife -
They lived at seme distance from us. At Jength, however, your uacle received
a leiter informing him that his brother was at the point of death, and beggiag
that he would basten to him, so that he might receive bis forgiveness before
he died. Of course, my husband did mot refuse, and was absent several days,

when be returned in a state of grent mnguish, and infermed me that two .

days afier the demise of his brother, his sister, baving caught the fuver of him,
expired also. He brought you with him—being then a child about two years
old—who, he gave me to understand, was the only child of bis unfurtunate
brothet asd sister, who being quite usprovided for, it was his intention to prc-
tect and bring up. This is all that T have ever beea able to elicit concerniwg
jou, and your uacle Las always mest sedulously avoided speaking to me upon
the subjeet, and shewed much emotion 'whenever my curiosity prompted me to
refer to it.”!

Our beroine remained wrapt in thought for a few moments after her aunt
had given the above account, and appeared to be suffering the most acate
mental agony ;s but, at last, turuing towards Mrs. Woodfield, in a melancholy
tone, she remarked :—~

1t is indeed strange—very strange ; but the Almighty in His own infinite
wisdom, will some time or the other unravel the mystery ; into His bands I
resign my fate, and am prepared to abide by His will.”

Having given utterance to these pious ejaculations, she felt more tranquil-
lized, and after conversing with her aunt and Laura for a few minutes longer
on different subjects, she arose and left the room, with an intention of pay-
ing a visit to old Dame Gertrude, merely to pass the time away, and hoping,
in conversation with her, to divert her thoughts to some less paiaful subject.

The moraing was extremely fine, and the sun shone with uncemmon brilliancy
upon the delightful scenery, by which that romantic spot was surreunded ; but
it failed to produce any effect on our heroine’s mind, and in spite of all her
endeavours, she found it utierly impossible for her to banish from her bosom the
sloomy thoughts which the recent eventa had excited. It seemed as though a
hlight bad fallen upon ber heart, and acattered before its influence, all the joys,
the hopes, and the wishes that had before occupied it. She was awakened
0 & full certaiaty of her ardent passion, but to be overwhelmed by all the op-
pressive weight of dark despair. Alas! whai is moere torturing to the human
mind, than the imbibiag of a hopeless love? It is the cankerworm .that too
often preys uwpon the vitals of youth ; destroys all its buoyaut hopes—lays
waste its jocund pleasures—renders life a hell~end ulimately brings ita
victim to an uatimely grave. And Angelina was doomed to feel all the misery
ia the fullest extent s and now that the tongue of her uncle had forbidden her
ta love, she felt the fall certainty of the fate which awaited her, and not enly
her, but bim to whom her whole soul was devoted.

She walked slowly an, almoat unconsclous whither she wandered ; the bright
rays of the sun spread a broad, an interminable expanse of gold before hor 3—
the fields, the meadows, the hills, the valleys, were clothed in their richest
verdure ; but she noticed them not. The birds sang sweetly upon every spray,
but her ear was deaf to their mellifiuous notes; her thoughts were entirely
abserbed in that ene all-engroming yubject, in which her very existeice seomed
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rivetted and bound up, and how much farther she might bave wandered, in
this state of uncensciousness, is quite uncertain, had she not suddenly been
aroused by the barking of a dog,and, looking up, what was her astonishment to
behold herself standing near the rock, which was surmounted by the moss-
covered ruins of Saint Mark’s Abbey.

It was the first time she bad been near the venerable pile, since the adven-
ture which her and her uncle had met with aftcr their return from the old-Grey
Tower, She viewed the ruins now with a double interest, for it was near them
she bad first beheld Hugh Clifford ; and from also knowing how closely he was
connected with them, and their mysterious occupant. Acting upon the im-
pulse of the moment, she ascended the rock, and looked down upon the broad
expanse of water, which was glittering in the golden beams of the, morning’s
sun. Here and there a fisherman’s boat glided over its surface, and the song
of the contented fisherman, and the whistle of the bardy-looking fisher-loy,
vibrated on her ears. Angelina sighed when she brought to her recollection
the pight when she had first seen Hugh Clifford with the smugglers, and when
her heart might be said to have received its earliest impression. Then came
upon her memory, in the most vivid colours, his neble conduct in rescuing
her from the power of the Baron de Morton, when he had first threatened
her life ; and the danger and ‘hazards he had run to release her from her im-
prisonment in the old Grey Tower. Her bosom swelled with anguish, as she
thus reflected, and knew that the object who, by such deeds, and the accome
plishments of his mind, had kindled her heart’s affection, could never be her’s.

Ne. 17
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¢ And must we never meet again " she sighed—‘ must I no more listen to
the honied acceats that fell from his lips ? Alas! no; it is forbidden, unless
we can meet only as friends ;—friends—how cold the word, how inadequate to
express the intensity of a passion, which, in spite of all my endeavours, I feel
must continue to hold possession of my heart, uniil death shall releate me
from my misery.

¢ Angelina,” at that moment exclaimed a well-known voice, immediately
behind her, and looking round, to her confusion, she becheld standing at her
elbow, and with her eyes fixed scriously upon ber, Kate of the Rains.

 Angelina,” repeated Kate, in a yet more solemn tone, and pointing sig-
nificantly towards the old abbey porch, ¢ follow me !”* ~

Angelina trembled, and shrunk beneath the steruness of her glance.

¢ What wauld you do with me, Kate?"” she demanded, in a faint voice 3
 accident, and not design, brought me hither, and—-""

“ Follow me, girl, I say,” interrupted Kate, in still more peremptory tones,
as ‘she advanced towards the abbey, to which she pointed the wand that she
always carried with her.

Our heroine obeyed, and her mysteriaus condactor having entered the ruips,
procceded until she came to the old aisle, and passed on to the altar at the
extremity. Here she paused, and appeared to be feeling for somethiong at the
side. Presently, to the infinite astonishment of Angelina, a secret door flew
open, and discavered a flight of steps hencath the aliar, which Kate instantly
began to descend, baving taken a lamp im her hand, which had been standing
lighted on the altar.

* This way, Angelina,” she said, heclmnmg lmpatienlly to our heroine;
come,—quick, quick.”

“ Why is all this mystery, and for what purpose do you want me ?*” once
more asked Angelina, with considerable doubt and alarm depicted in her coun-
1enance,

Kate frowned.

*No matter, girl,” she replied, “no harm is intended thee ; do as T com=
mand thee,”

Angelina always felt that unaccountable awe in the presence of Kate, that
she feared to disobey her, and mentally praying for the protection of Heaven,
she foHowed as the latter desired.

Kate continued to descend, followed by our heroine, for some time, and at
length alighted in a square stone chamber, upon wkich opened different ranges
of vaults, and cemeteries, in which were deposited the remains of the monks,
who many ages before had inhobited the abbey. A sickly vapour encircled
the lamp which Kate carried, on their entrance, and almost extinguished the
Jight; the walls were streaming with water, and as Angelina cast her eyes for-
ward, she beheld the different piles of stone coffins in which were deposited
the ashes of the dead. B8he shuddered with a feeling of irresistible horror,
and torned to Kate for an explanation. The latter, however, received her
inquiring glances with a look of total indifference, and without saying a word,
advanced towards a low archway, and beckoned Angelina to follew.

¢ What strange and awful place have you led me to,” said Angelina, shrink
ing back, ¢ and what is your purpose with me? I will not follow you farther
~ without you explain yourself to mé,”
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% Beware, malden—beware, I say,” ejaculated Kate, in solemn accents,  you
little deem the danger you run by disobedience; your own life, and the'lives of
those who are dear to you, depend upon your doing as I deslre. Attend
me without any further hesitation.”

Again, fearful of refusing to do as Kate bade her, Angelina fol'owed her
beneath the low archway, trembling with apprehension as to what wolild be the
resnlt of this singnlar adventure. To her horror, she now found herself in the
interior of a cemctry, and on either side were piled coffins, while on the damp
stone pavement, were to e seen several ghastly relics of the dead, such as
human bones, skulls, &c. The rays that issued from the lamp which Kate
¢arried, only rendered these awful objects partially visible ;—but Angelina
saw stfficient to make her terrors increase, especially when Kate, grasping .
rather forcibly hold of her arm, pulled her towards one of the piles of coffins,
and after looking at her with a piercing glance, for a short interval, ex-
clzimed : —

“So, girl, after the caution you received from me, after the solemn assur-
ance I gave you that your love was forbidden by the laws of natare, and your
declaration to me that you looked upon Hugh Clifford with no other senti-
ment than friendship, you have rashly encouraged a passion, which has
gained such strength in your bosom, that nothing will be able to eradicate it ?**

Angelina, unable to return any answer, buried her face in her hands, and
subbed with emotion.

< It is useless for you to attempt to deny it,® continued Kale, ¢ your
looks, your words sufficiently prove it. Ob, maiden, you cannot have any
conception of the wisery this unfortunate passion, if encouraged, will entail
upon you and yours. Be warned in time, and here, in this awful place, the
abode of the dead, register an oath that you will never encourage the vows
of Hugh Clifford, and that you will endeavour by every means in your power,
to erase him from your memory!—Do not hesitate ;—here, over the ashes of
those whose souls are now in heaven, swear the oath I will administer to you!"
The agitation of our heroine at the earnestness and energy of the woman’s
manner, and the dismal place to which she had conducted her, was almost
more than she could support; but as Kate pointed to the coffin, upon the lid
of which a ghastly skull and cross-b were placed, and repeated her de-
mand, fresh resolution seemed to take possession of her soul, and in a firmer
tone than she had hitherto spoken, she ejaculated :=—

“ My heart revolts at the idea of an oath administered under such awful,
such unnatural circumstances, 1 will not take it unless you explain to me
who you are, and by what aathority you seek to extort it from me

“ By the authority, girl, ef those who gave thee being, and whose spirits
are now watching over us;" answered Kate, in deep, solemn accents, at the
same time fixing her expressive eyes yet more stedfastly upon the coun-
tenance of our heroine.—¢¢ Oh, pause before you refuse to do my bidding;
remain obstinate, and disgrace, sorrow, and every care will be yours, and
that of those under whose protection you are ; my curse, and the cursé of the
dead will also fall upon your head, and all the horrorgem

¢ Oh, forbear! forbear!" cried the distracted girl, shuddering at the
thoughts of what Kate was describing, and her limbs trembled convulsively.

¢ Take the oath ! exclaimed at that instant a hollow, sépulchural voice,
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which seemed to proceed from the interier of one of the coffae. Celd draps
of perspiration stood upon our heroine’s temples, and gasping fer breath, she
clung to the arm of Kate for support, while her looks were expressive of the
wost lndeqcnbnblo horror,

. ““Hark | the voice of the dead commands thee to obey,’”” said Kate, wlennly,
¢ (he spirit of her who bore thee, speaks to thee, wilt thou scorn its sacred
warning ’

Angelina“tried to speak, but her tongue refused its office. But an instant,
and a peal of heavenly music seemed to float around the place, a loud crash
smote her ears, a thin form in robes of the purest white, arose from behind one
of the piles of coffins, and, standing before the maiden’s horror-struck gaze,
was the ghastly phantom she had on a former occasion, pursued through the
vaults of the Abbey.

. The heavenly music still floated on the air, and filled the breast of the
paralyzed Angelina with sacred awe, while the spectre fixed upon her a
look of solemnity, mingled with pity and love, and stood for a few seconds
fixed as a marble statue. Kate of the Ruins bent low before it, and seemed to
await with anxiety and eagerness the words she appeared to anticipate the
spirit would give utterance to. It was an awful interval ; the supernatural
light still illumined the frightful place, and gave a tenfold horror to the
ghastly objects by which it was on every side surrounded, and indeed it was
a fitting scene for the abode of the dead. Cold drops of perspiration stood
upon the temples of our heroine, and her heart seemed to lose all pulsatien,
as with distended eyelids, she gazed upon the unearthly visitant. At length
the music ceased, a dead silence reigned around ;—the lips of the spectre
moved, and in sweet, but solemn tones, it thus spoke :—

¢ Angelina! Angelina! Angelina! the spirit of thine injured mother speaks
to thee, and commands thee to take the oath j==obey !’

¢« Blessed shade of her who bore me, if such thou art, at thy feet let me
prostrate myself, and crave thy blessing I”” exclaimed Angelina, rushing fran-
tically forward towards the spot on which the phantom stood. In an instant,
however, a sound like a clap of thunder shook the vault, the place Lecame
involved in utter darkness, and completely overpowered by her terrors, Ange-
lina sunk upon the earth and be¢ame insensible.

. When she recovered, she found herself stretched upon the bed on which she
had reposed, on the night that her and her uncle remained at the abbey, but
there was no person in the room. The dreadful recollection of all that had
past in the abode of the dead rushed upon her brain, and filled her bosom
with terror and agony. Raising herself on the bed, and clasping her aching
temples, she glanced bastily around the chamber, expecting to behold some
appalling object, and in phrenzied accents cjacunlated :~—

¢ Good God! and could it be reality —Did my eyes indeed behold the
viston of her who bore me P—S8ainted #pirit of my mother, oh, where art thou 2
Why do you not again appear to me and unravel the dark mystery which
envelopes my fate 2’

All remaiuned still as death in the apartment, and after a pause, our heroine
continued :-—

¢ Those words, those horrible words, did she not command me to take the
oath, the dreadful oath which the mysterious woman of the ruins sought to
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extort from me, and which would consign me to everlasting misery ? Oh, Clif-
ford, why did we ever meet, since fate commands that we must not think upon
each other, and yet to think of you, forms the chief delight of my existence,
deprived of which, life would become a burthen too heavy for me to bear.
Boatshall I disobey the spirit of my mother? Am 1 not commanded by her
to take these vows which will make you, dear Clifford, and myself no more
than strangers 2—Oh, horror! let me not think upon it j=my brain is racked
to madness |”’ )

She threw herself back on the bed, covered her face with her hands, and
scalding tears came to ber relief. In this maoner she remained for several
minutes, and during that interval nothing occurred to disturb the silence
which reigned in the room, and indeed throughout the whole abbey. At length,
surprised and alarmed at her situation, she started from. the couch, thinking
to find herself a prisoner, but much to her relief and astonishment the door was
standing wide open, and nothing appeared to obstruct her egress from the
abbey.

‘While Angelina thus stood, and ‘contemplated with eager eyes everything
in the room, the awful events that had occurred to her when she was before
there, came to her recollection, and smote her heart with terror. It was
bere she had before seen the phantom which had recently appeared to her;
it was there she was aroused from sleep, to behold her spirit standing over
her, and gazing at her with looks of solemn and intense affection. She looked
towards that side of the apartment, where, on that occasion, the spectre had
seemed to vanish, and beheld traced upon the wainscot the following words: —

« Angelina, departj—remember the injunctions of thy mother’s shade, and
when next we meet, learn to obey.—KaTEe.”

‘With trembling steps Angelina quitted the room, and after some difficulty in
finding her way, gained the exterior of the abbey ruins. The agitation of her
mird we shall net seek to describe, for after the exciting events that had
occurred, an idea of it may be very easily formed. She bad not proceeded
any great distance from the abbey, when looking up, she beheld her uncle
haetening towards her. She rushed forward, and throwing her head npon his
shoulder, the power of her emotions overcame her, and she burst into tears.

¢ Nay, my love,” said Mr. Woodfield, kindly, ¢ calm your agitated fealings,
X pray. Iknow all that has befallen you,—~Kate has been to me, and made
me acqnainted with everything, but for tke present, endeavour to banish the
subject from your thoughts, and let us make the best of our way towards
home.” .

“ Oh, my dear uncle, if such indeed you are,” sobbed our heroine, as
be took her arm and led her away, at the same time she looked imploringly
io bis face, ¢ why keep me in this painful state of mystery and ignorance }—
why withkold from me who were my actual parents, what their fate, and your
motives for concealing it so long from my knowledge ? Surely it is cruel to
torture me thus.”
¢¢ Apgelina,” answered Mr. Woodfield, emphatically, and he seemed violently
agitated, ‘ as you love me, pursue this subject no further for the present; I
cannot, must not answer your guestions,”

¢ Am I then the child of shame, that you fear to mention the names of those
to whom I am indebted for being 2’ demanded Angelina, while a blush of
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wounded pride sulfused her cheek, and her heart swelled with thé nn‘ulﬂl
which that thought excited.

Mr. Woodfield looked at her with apparent surprise for a moment or fwo,
and then in tones expressive of enthusiastic pride, he answered : —

“ Angelina, the child of shame, oh, no! no!—virtue and but 1 dare not
trust myself to say more, and oh, Angelina, however strange and inconsistent
my conduct may appear at present, do not, I intreat yeu, do not interrogate
me further. Fear not,—there will be a time come when you shall know all.””

Our hcroine sighed deeply, and clasping her hands vehemently together,
raised her eyes towards heaven, as if praying that the words of her uncle
might be realized. She said no more, but absorbed entirely in her own
agonizing thoughts, leaning on Mr. Woodfield’s arm, walked slowly towards
the cottage.

F. What pangs, what racking torments filled the bosom of Angelina, as alone
in her chamber, she reflected upon the awful occurrences of the day, and upon
the inscrutable mystery by which slie was surrounded.

‘* Oh, God ! she cried, * what a strange, what a terrible fate is mine ; thus
to be perpetvally tormented with doubts, fears, and perplexing surmises.
Alas! why was I not always kept in ignorance of my being any other than
the poor cottager's nicce? Why partially withdraw the veil from before my
eyes, merely as it would seem to make me wretched }—Clifford, too, he whom
my heart acknowledges its master; he, my first, my only love, even he am
I forbidden to think upon, save with the cold sentiment of friendship !—Oh,
the horror of that thought! Forget you, Clifford!—There is death in the
idea 1—But it must be ;—I am commanded from the grave to do so ;s—1 am
told that nature forbids our union, and shall T dare to disobey ? dear Clifford ;
—for in spite of all, ever dear must you be to me ;—we must meet no more !

While sobs choked ber utterance, the poor girl took from her bosom the trea-
sured minlature, and gazed with a feeling of the most intense sorrow and
rapture upon it.

¢* Dear, dear resemblance,” she ejaculated, *‘ you seem to reproach me for
that decision, but oh, could you read my heart, then would you know the
torture I am enduring ; how strongly your image in engraven there | —Butam
1 not doing wrong by retaining this bauble, which so vividly brings to my
reeollection the object I am commanded to forget?—Alas! can 1 part from
it—it is the only memento I have of one who—— No, no, I carnot, [ will net
resign it I”

She sobbed convulsively, as she raised the miniature to her lips and kissed
it vehemently again and again, then sinking on her knees, with clasped hands,
and upraised eyes, she added ;:—

¢ Almighty Father, ioto thy bands I commit mylelf; be thou my guide, uld

dircct me to do that of which my own conscience may afterwards approve.”
\ | The entrance of Laura aroused her, and arising from her knees, she listened
with gratitude to the words of consolation which the former endeavoured to
impart to her. But alas! the good intentions of the affectionate Laura were
entirely without having the desired effect s the grief of Angelina was too
powerful to be easily removed, and time alone, if anything, could cfect that
object.

“ Well, T always said that gloomy old abbey was haunted,” observe&
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Laura, for a momeat forgetting that any allusion of the kind was the very thing
which was most likely to increase the alarm and emotion she was so anxiaus to
remove ; *‘ I was certain that it was the abode of evil spirits, hobgobliins, and
all such like, and so I told you, but you wouldn’t believe me, and now you
see bow correct I was in my surmises, Yes, and mark my words, that Kate,
as she calls herself, is no earthly being, althongh she~—*

A significant le6k from our heroine, silenced the thoughtless girl, and
she said no more, but endeavoured to divert the thoughts of her cousin iato
some other channel, an attempt, however, in which she signally failed.

CHAPTER XXIV.

SezveraL days elapsed, and Angelina continued in much the same state, or,
if amything, her melancholy became more intense, and she seemed to shrink
from consolation or advice. Mr, Woodfield was, as may be expected, deeply
grieved to see this, and he scarcely knew how to act. He saw how strongly
the image of Hugh Clifford was ingrafted in her heart, and how even a sense
of duty, and all the expostulations of himself, had hitherto failed to have the
least effect towards eradicating it; and he was thrown into a complete state of
perplexity as to what plan it would be most advisable to adopt, to remove her
poignant grief, and to effect the object be had ia view.

Mra. Woodficld still, in spite of her husband’s displeasure, gave free
expression to her opinions npon the subject, and she did not hesitate to desig-
nate the whole affuir as most cruel and unjust. 3

"% Ah! poor girl,” she observed, ¢ her's is indeed a cruel fate, to be thus
continually tormented, and disappointed in all her hopes, and frustrated in ail
her wishes, just merely to please the whims of two or three persons, who must
have some interested motives for their conduct. I do not like that Kate of the
Ruins; who is she, I should like to know? How has she became acquainted
with the mystery attending Angelina, and why should she take such a pro-
miuent part in the affair ?—Surely, it cannot be any business of her's ; and, for
my part, although 1 do not doubt but that the old abbey ruins are haunted,
T am inclined to believe that this ghost which the poor girl thought she saw,
was nothing more than the work of Kate, to terrify her into a compliance with
her wishes, and to further some sinister design with which I am not ac.
‘quainted.”

¢ Will you hold your peace, dame ?* said Mr. Woodficld, angrily; ¢ how
many more times am I to'tell you that your foolish ideas, and your obstinate
curiosity, can have no other effect than making things worse, and yet you will
persist? Once for all, I tell you that I will not be spoken to on the subject,
neither will I have my conduct questioned - conduct which is only prompted
by affection for Angelina, and a wish to save her from sorrow.”

With these words, Mr. Woodfield quitted the cottage.

At length, after the most harassing thoughts, Mr. Woodfield came to the
conclusion that the only hope of alleviating the grief of bis niece, was
by change of scene ; by removing [her from that spot, where there were so
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many things to keep the image of ber lover in her memory, and where the im-
prudent observatioas of his wife continmally tended to thwart all his designs.

Of patting this plan into execution, he had every opportunity, as he had s
distant relation living near Scarborough; a widow, with one daughter, about
the same age ay Angelina, and who had some few years back been on the most
intimate terms with him, and had shewn a great partiality towards our heroisc ;
and, only a few mounths before, be had received a letter from her, in whick
she warmly expressed a wish to see her, and requested that Mr. Woodfield
would suffer her to go on & visit of & few months to her bouse. This, Mr.
Woodfield had, at the time, declined, for he counld not bear the thought of
a separation from bis niece, but now, when he saw in it the only means of
accowplishing his wishes, he determined to make a sacrifice of his feelings
to necessity. '

Mrs. Montmorency, the person alladed to above, was the widow of a naval
officer, who had greatly distingnished himself in the cause of his conotry, and
who, when he died, left her sufficient property to keep her and her daughter
in comfortable if not aflluent circumstances. Sbe took up her residence near
Scarborough for the benefit of the sea-breeze, as her health had been for
some time past in a very delicate state; and she kept np a regular corre-
spondence with Mr. Woodfield, for whom she ‘elt much respect.

Mrs Montmorency was a very accomplished and amisble woman, and it
was therefore with a degree of confidence he could maks up his mind to
eotrust Angelina to her care, stating the circumstances under which she
came, and not doubting but that, by the advice of Mrs. Montmorency, and
the cimnge of scene and society, the experiment would be atlended with
the most beneficial results,

It was with the greatest reluctance Mr. Woodfield broke his design.to
Angelina, and her anguish at the thoughts of even » temporary separation
from those dear friends with whom she had been frem childhood, may be
better imagined than language could pourtray it.

Angelioa had never been, even for the shortest time, away from home, and
the idea of a separation at present, although she knew enough of the amiable
character of Mrs. Montmorency, from what she remembered herself, and what
had been told ber by Mr. Wooddeld,) filled her bosom with the utmost melan-
choly. She could not also help thinking that there was something crael in the
determioation Mr. Weodfield bad come to, and notwithstanding he assured ber
that he did it all for her good, and that they would meet again in a very short
time, she could not persuade herself but that some heavy calamity was in store
for her, which would render that circamstance abortive. Laura was almost
as much affected as our keroive, for she was most ardently attached to her ; she
entreated her father*to suffer her to accompany her cousin, but this he objected
to,alledging as a reason that he could not dispense with her domestic servicer,
against which argument Laura, of course, could not urge the least objection.
But there were more reasons than one why the latter was anxious to accompany
Angelina on her visit to Scarborough, she deeply sympathized with her in her
affection for Hugh Clifford, and she was anxious to be with her, and to offer
her all the cessalation in her power. '

‘We will pass over the morniag of separation, (which was, indeed, to Ange-
Uing and ber friends, a most melancholy one,) and place the former in the



TUE MYSTERY OF ST, MARK'S ABBEY. 137

vehicle which was ta bear her to the residence of Mrs. Moatmorency. Nothing
particular occurred to her on the journey, and we will therefore pass hastily
over ity and bring her at once to the place of her destination. )

Mr;. Montmorency received her visitor with the utmost cordiality, and Char=
lotte, her daughter, who was a warm-hearted girl, evinced by her manners
how highly delighted she was at bhaving such a companion. If anything could
have alleviated the grief of Angelina, it must have been the enthusiastic man-
ner in which she was received by Mrs. Montmorency and her daughter, and she
did indeed feel a transitory relief from the heavy sorrow that oppressed her.

Mrs. Morntmorency was still a very good-looking woman, and had evidently,
in her youthful days, been exceedingly handsome ; her manners shewed that
she possessed a highly-accomplished mind, and to which was united every
good quality that can render woman charming. Of Angelina, she seemed to
possess a most affectionate opinion, and entering with sympathly intp her sor- :
rows, she endeavoured, by every means in her power, to divert her thoughts
from the subject which occupied her heart, and did all that she possibly could
to render her comfortable. :

Charlotte Montmorency was a prelty, intelligent, and vivacious girl ; and
Anpgelina folt a deep and sincere friendship for her the moment she beheld
her,—Her manners were candid and fervent ; and brought up under the care of
her mother, it may be expected that she had imbibed all her virtues abd in-
trissic perfections, 1f Charlotte possessed one weakness, it was in being a
little 100 vain of her personal charms, but that was a fault of which her mother .
Lad not the slightest doubt, she could divest her in time, by advice ; or, which
\ No. 18
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ahe felt confident, her own natural good sense, (when her mind had become
more staid and matured,) would destroy.

Charlotte was just seventeen, and her numerous graces, and her personal
beauties had already gained'her many admirers, whe, ia the warmth of their
anxiety to gain favonr in her eyes, had flattered her profusely ; therefore, in one
s0 young, and of so volatile a temper, it is not atall ‘surprising that her vanity,
(a weakness inberent iu all the human race, to a greater or smaller degree,)
should be excited. But she had never encouraged any of their addresses, and,
fn fact, she had not seen one whom she could more than regard as a friead.

In this lovely girl, Angelina found an excellent companion, aad her separa-
tion from her friends was soon felt by her with only half the severity; while
her melancholy was greatly alleviated by the uninterrupted gaiety of Charlotte,
and her irresistible sweetness of disposition. To say that she had forgotten
Clifford, would not only be false, but preposterous; no, he was too powerfully
imprinted on her heart, for her ever to do that; bat then her anguish was
softeped, and she was enabled to submit with calmness to her fate, and to
patiently humble to the will of Heaven.

Charlotte was a most accomplished musician, and our heroiite had always
possessed an extraordinary talent that way, which Mr. Woedfield, when he
had been in wore prosperous circumstances, had taken great pains to cultis
vate; the former was also very clever in drawing, and iu that beautiful art,
too, Angelioa had shewn comsiderable taste, mo that in practising together,
they not anly found an excellent source of amusement, but improvement to
each other. When tired of these amusements, Angelina and Charlotte would
wandes among the beautiful marine scenery of the place, and in the contem-
plation of the charms of nature, they found the most unbounded means of gra-
tification and instraction. Rambliog on the cliffs, they would watch the proud
vessels as they skimmed majestically the deep blue waves, and gaxe upon the
beauties of the setting sun, as he sunk from his daily course in the western
horigon. At such times, Angelina would picture to her mind’s eye Hugh Clif-
ford, and form various conjectures of where he was, and if he ever thought of
her, and as her heart felt confident that the ardour of his love was equal to her
own, and that neither time, distance, or circumstances could change it, she
thought more of the unhappiness he was enduring than that she was saffering
herself. Many times did fancy picture to her his gallant vessel, and often did
she, in imagination, view it gaily flying over the ambient tide ; baut from such
illusions she was always awakened to disappointment, and more poignant sor-
row than she had previously experienced.

The mystery attendant upon her, also frequently occupied and harraseed
her mind, and the more she reflected upon it, the more did she become in-
volved in doubt and perplexity. The opposition which her uncle and Kate of
the Ruins had shewn to the love of her and Hagh Clifford, was perfectly inex-
plicable to her, and why they should so carefully conceal their motives for the
same from her, was also equally mysterious. Then the awful circumstance
which had occurred to her in the vauit, was continnally recurring to ber me-
mory, and the words of the supposed spectre she had seen, stiil rang in her
ears, and excited in her bosom sentiments of awe, terror, and uncertainty.
That she had not been deceived by her own disordered imagination, she feit
confident ; and the recollection of the event never failed to make her bosom the
abode of the most profound sorrow and anguish,
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Thus passed away a month, and in that time Angelina had received two or
thyee letters from her uncle and Laura, which she read with delight, couched,
as they were in language of affection and consolation. Both Mr. Woodfield and
Bis daughter, however, most carefully avoided mentioning the mame of Hugh
Citfford, neither did they make any allusion to him. Of course, Angelina saw at
once their reasons for doing so, and could not help applauding that which shewed
that they wished to avoid a subject which they knew would only cause her pain.
Chanlette and our heroine had now become as much attached to each other as
if they bad been constant companions from childhood, and the disposition of
the former was so much like that of Laura, that it in some measure made up
for the deprivation of her society.

Mqs. Montmorency saw but little company, and what she did, was of (he most
select description, and such as was calculated to improve the mind of her
daaghter, and we need not, therefore, say, that Angelina was delighted with
them, and -that the little parties that were frequently formed at the house of
Mrs. Montmorency, were genuine parties of pleasure, and had the most bene-
Sicial effeets upon her spirits and dispesition.

One evening, Angelina and Charlotte were seated at the drawing-room win-
dow, which eommanded a view over the sea, and were watching, with sen-
timents of unbounded admiration and delight, the setting of the golden orb of
day, when the former suddenly beheld the figure of a man emerge from be-
hind one of the rocks, and walk on at a quick pace, towards the house.
There was something in the appearance of the man, which struck Angeliva
immediately as being familiar to her, and her heart beat violently against
her side. As be approacked mearer, she was the more certain that she had
seea him before, but when he raised his head, and she recognised Hugh
Clifford, the reader will be able to judge her excessive astonishment - and
agitation. Bhe could not repress an exclamation of surprise, and turned very
pale, which Charlotte observing, engei-ly inquired what was the matter. Our
heroine, fearful of betraying the truth, replied with as little confusion as
possible, that she felt suddenly indisposed, and retired from the window §
bat her emotion was so powerfal that Charlotte was not satisfied with the
answer she had given her, and again urged her to inform her what had hap-
pened to occasion her such evident alarm, but Angelina evaded her questions,
and still pleaded indisposition as the cause.

The nature of our heroine’s thoughts upon this occasion, may be imagined
without much difficully. Had Clifford become acquainted with the place in
which she was located, and come there purposely to obtain an interview with
ber? or bad he come there by accident, and knew not that she was in the
neighbourhood ? She was more inclined to think the former, and her heart
trembled with fear as she thought so, .est he should come to the house, and
demand an interview with her. Sijll, however, upon more mature reflection,
she could not believe that he would act se imprudently, and she became more
easy upon that point. But oh, how her heart panted for an interview with
the dear object of her heart’s warmest affections; how she longed to tell him
the place be still held, and always must hold, in her love ; and that, although
cruel Fate had apparently ordained that they should never come together,
yet, while she bad life, to him alone, her heart would be devoted.

Fearful of exciting the suspicions of Charlotte, she did not venture to look
from the window again, 5o that she ight ascertain whether Hugh Clifford was
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still there, and the siate of anxiety and doubt she was plunged iadr; was
almost insupportable. A quarter of an hour elapsed, and as Angelina did eot
bear any knock at the door, or receive any summons from Mrs. Meatmoresavy,
she concluded that Clifford knew not of her being there, and that he had only
come by mere chance, and would leave the place without knowing she was
there, on whom his affections were irrevocably fized. Conscious as sie was
that obedience to the wishes of her uncle rendered it imperative oa ber to shun
& meeting with Hugh, she could not induige these thoughts without cemsider-
able pain, aad the ardour of her passion had a pewerful struggle with her sense
of duty and propriety.

Unable to restrain the power of her agitation, and apprehensive that Char-
lotte would suspect what was ihe cause of it, she, at length, made an egcuse,
and retired to her chamber, where she could, unobserved, give free indulgence
to the tumult of thoughts which crowded on her brain,

“ Alas!” she soliloquised, * my fate is a most tormenting one. Why was be
again brought before my sight, but to remind me of the hopelessness of my
love, and the cruel destiny which tells us we must never hope to be unmited?
Litie does be imagine, 1 dare say, that her who feels that she still loves him

_with all the fervour which it is possible for the buman heart to entertain, is o
mear him ; for if he did, well am I convinced that no impediments would pre-

_vent him from rushing into my presence. Oh! Clifford, absence from you I
feel has only increased the passion you have created in my bosom.”

" Angelina not being in proper spirits to endure the society of ber friends,
did not leave her ¢chamber again that evening, nnd she went to hed at an early
hour, and long before Chirlotte (who slept in the same apartment with her)
Joined her. But sleep was a stranger to her evelids- her mind was too busy
to admit of that respite from care,and even afier Charlotte hait been in bed for
some time, and had sunk into a deep slumber, Angelina continued to toss rest-
lessly on the pillow, and the unexp-cted appearance of Hugh Clifford bar-
rassed and bewildered her mind,

It was about eleven o'clock when Angelina was suddenly aroused from this
state of ruminaion, by hearing the tones of a guitar, p'ayed by a masterly
band, and which seemed 10 praceed from immediately underneath her chamber
window. She listened with breashless attention. The air was a very plaintive
one, and she was almost certain that she had heard it before ; and, after awhile,
& voice. whose tones could never be erased from her recollection, sang the fol-

lowing words, every syllable of which was listened to by her with the most en-
thusiastic delight and admirasion :—~

¢ The heart which throbs with passion true,

Though Fate may inte: pose 3

Nor time, nor distance can subdue,
Each day more fierce it glows!—

Oh, who can stop its secret moves,
Or its fond links dissever ?

The heart that truly, fondly loves,
Must faithful beat for ever!

For ever!
) Till its pulsation cease in death,

Thet heart must love for ever |
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-14 was the voice of Clifford, and the reader may easily judge with what
eamotion -she listened to the words of the song, to every ome of which her
heast so faithfully responded; but, at the same time, her agitation was siill
greater when she found that Charlotte was awake, and was apparently listen-
ing with much surprise and pleasure to the nocturnal serensader. « -

) ¢ Well, I declare,” she exclaimed, when Hugh Clifford bad ceased, * this
ia an event worthy of a romance—a serenade at midnight; dear me! I wonder
how the poor love-sick swain is?— No doubt, however, it is one of my
numerous admirers. Poor fellow! what a pity it is that he skould break his
rest, and exért his lungs in such a hopeless case.”

Angelioa felt a great relief when she heard Charlotte express this conjecture,
and she made some slight reply to her observations, which affected to coincide
with her opinion, and then relapsed once more iato silence, listening anxiously
to hear whether Clifford would again sing.

Bat the tones which bad so charmed her no more vibrated on her ears, and
with a feeling of regret and disappointment, <he turned to her companion, who,
Bbotwithstanding the words she had made use of, seemed to be as much surprised
and delighted as Angelina.

It was now evident to our beroine that Hugh Clifford had found out the place
of her retreat, and with this certainty, was mingled a feeling of pleasure,
which, in spite of the injunctions of Mr. Woodficld and Kate of the Ruins, she
could not resist. Oh, no. let whatever circnmsances there might arise. even
though she shanld incar the grestest misery thaough the same hiv image wps
too strongly engraven on her heart. for her ever to efface "him from her
memory. and something whispered to her that, noiwithstanding the untoward
sspect of affairsat present, it was their fate, some time or the pther, to come
together. How he longed that she cew!d have revealed herself to him, and
by a look. a glance, a-sure him of the continnance of her love. and convince
bim that no enrthly pewer covld ever make heg forget him.

And what mast be his yufferings? Too well could she tell the sentiments
of hi« heart. and she was« convinced that his hreast was the abode of the most
agonizing grief; and to know that he was wreiched, at the same time that it
imparted to her a feeling of +xt«cy, as it convinced her of the-reciprocity of his
love, made her feel more miserable than any other occasion could have
made her.

A brief silence now ®nsued, and both her and Charlotte appeared to be lis-

. tening with the hope of once more hearing the melodious tones of the myste-
rious minstrel, and to be equally disappointed when their wishes were not
gratified,

¢ I wonder who it could be,” observed Charlotte; *I never remember to
have heard the voice before, althongh it is one I should not have the slightest
objection to hear again. Do you not think his voice, and the manner in which
hee ted the serenade were very beautiful, Angelina "’

The question confused our heroine for a moment; but, recollecting herself,
she replied, with assumed composure =

¢« He certainly sang very sweetly, Charlotte, and evidently possesses no er-
dinary musical taste. :

¢ You are perfectly of my opinion,” replied the latters ‘‘but I wish I
bad been up and dressed, to have seen who it was. I can't, for the life of me,
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guess, for I have such a wultiplicity of admirers, that I might, pesitively, if
I liked, bave a fresh bean for every day in the year. Heigho !—what a {bisg
it is to be a little pretty, Angelina ; the men do tease the very life-time out of
you.”.

Alttough ber mind was so fally occupied with that one engrossing subject
Angelina could not iefrain from smiling at the vanily of her companion,
and said,~—

' Why, Charlotte, as you say you have so many lovers, and that you do
not deign to shile upon any of them, youn will, certainly, bave a deal to answer
for, owing to the number of hearts you will be the cause of breaking.”

¢ All that may be very true, my dear,’’ observed Charlotte, smiling,* but
then I sometlimes do give one or two of the poor fellows a smile, which relieves
my conecience greatly.”

‘“But I am afraid, my dear Charlotte,” returned Angelina, *‘that if you
act in that m2nner you will gain the name of a coquette, which is no easy title
to get rid of again.”

** Well, they may e’en cnll me what they please,”” said Charlotte, * it will
not affect me much; for, in fact, I scarcely know what I am myself. How-
ever, our serenader seems to have got tired of his job, and, therefore, let us
e’en go to sleep again, Angelina.”

But it was very little sleep that our heroine could obtain that night, and
when she did, it was only to dream of Hugh Clifford.

She longed, yet dreaded to meet him; her affection urged her on to endea-
wour to do so, bat then her duty to the commands of Mr. Woodfield, and the
spirit of her mother, forbade her. It was, indeed, a painful struggle with her
feelings, and many a severe pang did it cost her, before she could make up her
mind to obey the dictates of duty. How he had become acquainted with the
place she was staying at, she could not imagine, for it was very evident that
Mr. Woodfield would not inform him, and if Kate of the Ruins was aware of
1t, she would be equally careful in not divulging it to him. ’

She could not imagine that Clifford would act so imprudently as to endea-
vour to seek an interview with her at the house, but she had no doubt that he
would wait about in the neighbourhood, in the hope of seeing her; but anxieus
as she was once more to hehold him, she was fearful of doing so in the company
of Cbharlotte, and she, therefore, declined their accustomed walks on the foi-
lowing day, on the plea of indisposition, and remaind® at home in the society
- of Mrs. Montmorency, whose lively and inteliigent discourse succeeded in par-
tiully estranging her thoughts from the subject which bad before so fully occu-
vied them

Fwo days passed away in this manner, and Angelina neither heard ner saw
any thing more of Hugh Clifford. She became_restiess, and her melancholy in-

. creased, for the idea of his having quitted the place without having made an
effort to see her, afflicted her more than al, and it was some time before she
could banish it from her thoughts.

It was on the third day after the circumstance we have mentioned had taken
place, that Ann, the servant girl of Mrs. Montmorency, came ruaning into
Angelina’s apartment when she was alone, and had been engaged in reading,
with curlosity depicted in her countenauce, and in breathless haste, said,—

“ Lor’, Miss, what do you think 2"
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! ¢ What's the matter, Ann ?” inquired our heroine; “‘you seem all in a
flurry.”

¢¢ Youmay say that, Miss,”” [answered the simple ghl,—* oh! such an ad-
venture.”

¢¢ An adventure !” repeated Angelina—** what mean you ?”

¢“ Why, Miss, replied Aon, “ I’ll tell you all about it as soon as I can get
my breath ;—it’s all concerning you, though.”

" ¢¢ Concerning me !” cjaculated Angelina, with astonishment ;—* I cannot
understand you, so pray explain yourself.”

¢¢ Lor, Miss, you are so very impatient,” said the tiresome girl; 1 have
run all the way home on purpose to tell you, and I am ready to drop, so you
maustallow me a minute or (wo to recover myself.*’

Our heroine saw it would be useless to seek to lead her out of her regular
coarse, so she walked to the otner side of the room with some impatience,
until such time as Ann thought proper to find herself in a fit condition to im-
part the important secret.

¢ Well, Miss, you must know,” at length, she said, that when I went out of
this house about an hour ago, what should the first object be that I clapt my
eyes upon but a man!”

¢ A man, you silly girl,” said Angelina, laughing; and pray is there any-
thing so remarkable in that 2" 4

““Why, no, Miss,” replied Ana, ¢ there is nothing pertickler, as I knows on,
in that, to be sure ; but then this man behaved in such a curious way, and
that’s what I want to tell you.”

¢ In what way do you mean ?"’ asked our heroine, her curiosity being now
somewhat excited.

“ Why, when I went out,” returned Ann, * he was walking backwards and
forwards past the house, and looking up at the windows of your apartments,
Miss, ag if he was anxious to see somebody.”

Angelina blushed deeply, as the idea of Hugh Clifford occurred to her
mind, and she eagerly inquired,—

¢ What kind of a man was he, Ana 2"’

“Why, Miss, he was a tall, middle-aged, surly-looking man, with very
large eyebrows,” answered Ann.

«¢ It certainly was not Hugh Clifford, then,” thought Angelina ; ¢‘but is that
all you have to relate of him, Ann ?”’ she inquired.

“ Oh, no, Miss,” returned the girl, * that is not all. As I said before, when
1 first went ouat, he was watching the windows, spparently to ascertain whether
there was somebody there that he knew. But when he saw me, he at first
wiilked away, but afterwards turned back, and stepping up to me, with a
smile, which I could not help thinkirg sat very badly upon his savage-looking
features, he said,— - '

“¢Good morning to you, my pretty lass’~—yes, he_said pretly lass,” added
Ana,

« Well, well,” ejaculated our heroine, impatiently, ** go on—what else did
he say ?”

¢ Why, as I said before, Miss

¢« Oh, never mind what you said before,” interrupted Angelina, impatiently,
“bat let me know what the man said.” ;

3
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“That’s just what I was going to do, Miss, only you interrupted me,” ob-
served the girl;—*‘ well, the man touched me under the chin, and said, ¢ Good
morning to you,my pretty lass ; you are the servant here, I presume.’ Well,
Miss, 1 must say that I thogght this was rather impartin-nt, hows'ever 1 an-
swered, ‘1 don’t see what difference it can make to you whether I am a .
sarvant here or not ; sarvants is as good as other people, if not better, for any-
thing 1 koow.” ¢Well, well,’ said the man, ¢ don’t yeu go to be cross, my
dear, I didn’t mean to offead you. I suppose you have something more to do
now you have a visitor 2’

¢ ¢ And how do you know that we have “got a visitor?* said I, with no
small astonishment, as you may guess, Miss.”

¢ Oh, I know Miss Angelina well,’ replied the man.”

““Know me!” cried our heroine, with the utmost amazement, and turning
very pale.

** Yes, that was what he said, Miss,’”” continued Ann, * and so I said to him,
¢ what if you do know Miss Angelina, I am sure you know no harm of ber,
for she is as amiable a——'""

¢ Oh, oh, then it is Angelina who is your visitor here 1’ interrupted the
mag, with a laugh, and away he walked, without saying another word.”

¢ Singular I”’ ejaculated our heroine, when Ann had concluded, ** who could
it be ?—1I know no person answering that description, and—Ann, | must beg
that you will not mention this circumsiance to any other person, and if you again
see the man, avoid him, if possible, but above all, do not answer his inter-
rogaiories,”

** Thatl will not, Miss, you may depend upon it,” suid the girl, ** for 1 do
not like the luoks of bim. although he did cull me a pretty lass, Bat wasn’t
it very remarkable *’ N

¢¢ It was, indeed,” replied Angelina, * and I cannet help thinking that there
must bave been some mistake.”

¢ There could not have been any mistake on my part, Miss,” returned Aon,
¢ for 1’m sure he mentioned your name as plainly as I have told you.”

After a litile more conversation, from which our heroine could not elicit
anything more than what had been related to her, Aan left her, sfter re-
peating her promises to keep what had happened a secret.

This adventure created the utmost asionishment in the mind of Angelina,
bat she was quite incapable of solving the mystery by which it was sur-
rounded. Who could this man be, of whom Ann gave such an unprepossessing
account? How had he become acquainted with her name and residence, and
why should he seem to be 3o curious about her ? She was completely be-
wildered, and could arrive at no reasonable conclusion, At one time, she
thought he might be one of the men belonging to the smnggler’s vessel, and
that he had been employed by Hugh Clifford to endeavour to ascertain for cer-
tain, whether or not she was an inmate of Mrs. Montmorency’s house. But
this idea she rejected almost as soon as she had formed it, and she could
not believe that Clifford would have behaved so imprudently as to have made :
a coafidant of one of his crew, and to have employed him on such an errand ;
and ske, therefore, became quite at a Joss what to think of the mysterious
affair. . .

A fter racking her brain to no purpose, she gave up the-attempt, and in the
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soclety of Charlotte and her mother endeavoured to banish the recollection
of it from her memory.

The following day, Angelina walked out alone, Charlotte having an engage-
ment with one of her female acquaintances. The fineness of the weather in-
daced her to wander farther than she had at first intended, and she was re-
torning hastily towards home, thinking that Mrs. Montmorency would be
surprised at her lengthened absence, when she was astonished to hear her
name repeated by some one behind, and turning round, her amazement and
confusion may be easily guessed, when she beheld Hugh Clifford running to=
wards her.

Completely paralized, she could not move a step, and the next moment Hugh
Clifford was pressing her rapturously to his bosom.

“ Oh, Angelina, dearest girl,” he exclaimed, in accents of indescribable ten-
derness, ¢ do we then again meet—do I once more embrace you? Alas! that
we should ever part, that anything should occur to place a barrier between
the union of twe fond hearts so ardently devoted to each other. Speak to
me, my love, in those accents of affection 1 have listened to with such rapturous
delight, say that you still love me; say that you have mot forgotten me,
OF e

“ Oh, Clifford,” interrupted Angelina, * too ll‘nly do I feel T love you,
and that with all the effervesence of woman’s fondest passion; but we are for-
bidden to love each other; cruel Destiny ordains that we should be no more
than as friends, and we must submit.  Alas! that we ever_met, since it mugt
be s\ : s

No. 19
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 Ob,{no, Rey 88y ot 20, my sweetest,” ejaculatedClifford, “it mustnot,
shall not be—surely Heaven sanctions our love, or why inspire our hearts with
such an intense, sach a mutual passion ? Yes, yes, believe me, dear girl, this
opposition is only the offspring of caprice, or to further the designs of —"

¢ Clifford,”_said Angelina, withdrawing berself from his embrace with a loek
of surprise, “ and can you venture to impugn the character of my ex¢ellesit
uncle, by attributing to him motives which I am sure his nature would despise ?

You surprise me, Clifford, indeed you do.”

¢ Oh, pardon me, my dearest Angelina,” cried Clifford,  the impetuosity
of my love hurries me into the expression of sentiments I can only afterwards °

regret. Heaven forbid that I should do your uncle an inj ustice, but surely it s
cruel to seek to divide two hearts so truly formed to meet

¢ It is indeed hard, Clifford,” returned Angelina, in accents ef melancholy
regret; “ but I am certain that my uncle does it for the best, and however it
may, and will, wring my heart, I must obey. Leave me, Clifford, I implore
you ; this is only adding fresh agony to a bosom already the residence of such
acute anguish ;—leave me, Clifford, and in the society of other females, forget
that you ever beheld Angelina.”

¢ Forget you, Angelina,” cried Hugh Clifford, fervently 3 * never, by
Heaven! pay, I feel it is impossible ! You are so interwoven with my nature,
that you have,as it were, become a portion of myself—and nothing but death
can divide the union. But-can you wish me, Angelina to leave you? Alas!
did you love with the fervour of the passion which inhabits my bosom, never
could you utter such a wish I’

% Oh, Clifford !’ ejaculated our heroine, in a voice of extreme agitation,
¢ in pity to my sufferings do not ——"’ ’

“ Down with him ! at that moment exclaimed a coarse voice, which pro-
ceeded from immediately behind them : the next instant Hugh Clifford was

felled to the earth by a violent blow from a cudgel, and Angelina, to her hor-
ror, found herself forced away towards the cliffs by the villain Ruthven, and
several other ruffians, and the moment she attempted to scream, a gag was
thrust into her moath, and she was forced into a boat, which was lying beneath
the rocks,

Terror completely paralized the faculties of our heroine on finding herself
to be once more in the power of the{myrmidon of her bitterest, her most dread-
ed enemy, and she was totally incapable of making the least attempt at resist
ance, (although that would have been useless), and could not even give utter-
ance to the slightest outcry, as the ruffians forced her away towards the boat,
while some stayed behind with Hugh Ciifford, who, with a feeling of horror,
too powerful for us to describe, she had not the least doubt they intended to
murder.’

« Seo to that fellow,' Evans,” cried Ruthven, as they hastened away, address.-
ing himself to) one of the wretches who was leaning over him; ¢ you know
how to dispose of him.”

¢« Ay, ay,” replied the man, *that is all right ; I’ll warrant he does not alip
through my fingers.”

«Mind he does not,” returned Ruthven. The next moment they had
‘yeached the boat, into which they hurried Angelina, and the men plied
sgoutly at the oars,‘making towards a vessel, which she perceived lyingata
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distance; she also observed another boat fastemed beneath the rocks,” but
she did not know whether it belonged to Ruthven and his party, or to Hugh
Clifford,

They soon came up to the ship, and went on beard, and our heroine was
convinced that it was the same vesgel in which she had been conveyed to
t_he Grey Tower, for she recognised several of the crew among the fellows
upon deck.

She was taken into a small but comfortable cabin, where she was left in
the charge of an old woman of shrivelled and waspish aspect, and who looked
upon her with the most forbidding gestures.

Angelina’s heart was almost broken, but the uncertainty of the fate of Clif-
ford agonized ber more, even than the danger in which she was placed, and her
bosom was the abode of the greatest horrer and apprehension. Knowing, how-
ever, how nseless it would be to make any complaint, and turning with disgust
from the revolting old woman, she remained silent, and with clasped hands and
upraised eyes, she mentally breathed a prayer to Heaven for its protection,
and then seating herself in one corner of the cabin, she covered her face with
ber handkerchief, and gave herself up to the dismal feelings her situation gave
rise to,

“ What a terrible fate is mine,” reflected the poor girl, ¢ I am truly unfor-
tunate ; there is always something occurring to render me miserable. I am
completely the sport of fortune, and yet never do I do anything to deserve
such misfortane. Alas! Apgelina, what little cause have you to wish to live,
since it seems that you are doomed to continual misery.”

At this moment, a noise upon the deck attracted her attention, and she
listened carefully, thinking to be able to ascertain the cause 'of it, but she
could distinguish only a murmuring of many voices, and the heavy stamping of
feet over ber head, and once imagined she heard the groans of some person
as if in the greatest agony. . A thoughtin a moment darted across her brain ;—
it was her lover they had brought on board ;—it was Hugh Clifford, and this
idea, while it gave her some assurance tbat he still lived, filled her with the
most poignant anguish, for in the power of the baron, (who had reason enough to
hate him), she trembled at the fate to which he would, in all probability,be
expesed, and at the almost utter hopelessness of her being again rescued, since
be wasrendered unable to assist her, and all knowledge of whither she had gone,
and in whose power she was, would not reach the ears of her friends. What
anguish would they endure when they -heard of her disappearance, the mys-
tery of which would be’greatly increased by the disappearance of Hugh Clif-
ford also. Which ever way she directed her thougts, she saw not the least
thing which could inspire hope in ber bosom. The baron, no doubt, greatly in-
censed at the mauner in which his nefarious designs had been foiled, would
treat her with increased severity, and she might dread the worst from his savage
temper, and theYstrange hatred he seemed to bear towards her. Upon Hugh
Clifford, too, who had rescued her from his power, she had not the least doubt
batjthat his [deadliest vengeance wonld 'fall, and that thought caused her more
Ppain than the idea of any torture she might be subjected to herself.

She also felt greatly for the awkward and disagreeable situation in which
Mza. Montmorency was placed by the circumstances for Mr. Woodfield [had
entrugted her to her care, thinking that she would be perfectly safe,7and there



148 ANGELINA ; OR,

was no knowing what construction his suspicions might put upon “the event,
or whether he might not surmise that Mrs. Montmoerency was accessary to it.
That thought, however, she did not suffer to remain on her mind many minutes,
for she considered that her uncle could never be so unjust, or so unreasonable
as to suppose that Mrs. Montmorency, (whose unimpeacbable character be so
well knew), would be guilty of such a crime, in which she could not possibly
have the slightest interest,

The vessel got under weigh immediately, and Angelina now felt that they

were skimming over the sea ata most rapid rate, and she had not the least
doubt but that it was their intention to convey her once more to the old Grey
Tower.
{& The Baron de Morton, she reflected, must have some very powerfal reason
for tltus so resolitely pursuing his persecution towards her, but what that
reason could be, she had not the means of forming even the most vague cen-
jeoture. That he would use such means as would effectually prevent her from
again escaping from hiw, she had not the slightest doubt ; and, therefore, which-
ever way she directed her thoughts, they were met only by dark despair.

% Alas | dear Clifford,”” she reflected,  to what a dreadful fate has your
unbappy passion for me exposed you ;—it is my greatest misfortune to make
those who are my best friends, partakers of the troubles that are conlhlldl,
falling to my lot.”

The old woman, who continued in the cabia with our heroine, and employed
berself in knitting, several times gave utterance to a monosyllabic expression,
and seemed anxious to elicit a reply from her, but, finding that all ber eforts
were ineffectual, she abandoned it, and shortly afterwards she quitted the
cabin, and Angelina, (much to ber relief), was left to herself.

She traversed the narrow confines of the cabin with hasty and agitated steps;
and wrung her hands with the most intense agony ; then scalding tears rushed
to her eyes, and partially relieved her overcharged bosom. 8he tried the cabin
door, but it was fast. Oh, that she could only have made her way to the deck,
she felt that she could more freely have rushed upon death, rather than continue
to endure the bitter suffering she was now undergoing, and that which she
apprehended she had yet to undergo.

The dashing of the waves against the sides of the vessel, came with a melan-

choly sound upon her ears, and every now and then, the loud and boisterous
laughter of the ruffians, who seemed to be carousing and enjoying themselves,
alarmed her, while her ears were frequently shocked by their blackgnﬂ
expressions and oaths,
* Thus passed away several weary, dull, and monotonous hours, and Angelina
experienced no change, and no relief from the anguish of her bosom. It was
night, and a dead silence reigned o'er everything around, save at intervals,
when the wind, which blew pretty fresh, howled through the different parts of
the ship, and the sea-mew uttered its pitiful wailing cry. None of the men
offered to intrude upon her, but the old woman came into the cabin again, and
it appeared that it was her intention to stay there all the night. This ciroum-
stance, Angelina much regretted, for the very looks of the old woman were
suficient to inspire her with disgust and horror, and she could not, for the
1ife of her, fing courage uuﬂcient] to uddmu a woﬂl to hr, or even to !huo
wm" hel" o .
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‘We sball not take the trouble to enter into a minute detall of the voyage,
as nothing occurred worthy of any particular attention, and the following
day, the veseel arrived at the place of its destination, which our heroine found
to be as she had anticipated, the old Grey Tower, in which she had before
suffered such a painful incarceration. How she shuddered with terror as she
gazed upon its blackened walls, which seemed to frown despair upon her, and
thought how probable it was that she might never more emerge from them, and
as the ‘ponderous doors closed upon her, her heart sunk as though she had, at
that motment, been enclesed in a tomb. '

She was hurried across several lower apartments, but in quite a contrary
direction to that ix which they bad taken her when she had been brought there
before ; and at length she was mvch alarmed, when raising a trap-door which
discovered a flight of steps beneath, and which was very dark, they began to
descend the stairs, and she was forced to follow. These steps she had no
doubt, led to some of the dismal under-ground apartments, and her terror may
be well imagined, when she thought upon this, and conjectured that in all pro-
bability, they were going to confine her in one of the dungeons under-ground.

¢ Oh! for God sake, inform me, whitker you are taking me ? » exclaimed
Angelina, addressing werself to Rathvan, in the most piteous accents.

“To a place from which you will find it rather difficult to escape, me-
thinks :* replied Ruthven, with a savage grin of exultation,*‘ you was not con-
tented when you were indulged with handsome ap~rtments, urd now we must
try what a little more rigorous confi. 2ment will do.”

¢ Father of mercy,look down upon me, and protect me !” exclaimed Ange-

lina, in accents of terror and despair, and, Ruthven seising hold of her arm,
harried her on, until having descended the stairs, they entered upon a subter-
raneous passage, which was so dark that the objects beyond could m_)t be dis-
tinguished. Ruthven kiandled a light in a small lanthorn which he had with
him, and our heroine then discovered that they were in one of the passages
which she had traversed when she made her escape from the tower. At
length, Ruthven stopped before an iron door, and applying a large key, from
a bunch which he carried by his side, after some dificulty he unlocked it, and
revealed to the horror-struck Angalina, a glo>my dungeon, in one corner of
which was a mattress, in the centre, an old deal table, and a chair. It seemed
as if it had recenily been inhabited by some unfortanate being, and who had
probably sunk beneath the cruelty and oppresion under which it was most
likely her fate to suffer.
* ¢ This is your apartment, young lady,” said the villain Ruthven, with a sar-
castic grin, * it certainly is not a very splendid one, but admirably adapted for
the breaking of certain refractory tempers. In with you'* ¢ Oh, for the
love of heaven, if you have one spark of humanity in your breast, do not leave
me in this terrible place ; cried our heroine in frantic tones, ¢ Oh, mercy !
mercy !—Rather kill me at once than leavs me here.”

¢ Oh, you will get used to it in time," said the heartless wretch ; * there,
don’t stand listening to her nuise.”

¢ Qh, save me, save me from this awful doom; *’ shrieked Angelina 3 but
the mext instant Ruthven rudely thrust her into the dungeon, and having left
the lanthorn on the table, he and his companions quitted the place, and, clasing
it upon ber, sepured it by lockipg and bolting it.

i N t
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" Left in this awlul place, no language conld do adequate justice to the
weverity of our heroine’s emotions ; she wrung her hands, and beat her breast
in despair, and made the place re-echo with her cries of anguish. The dun-
geon was deadly cold, and its black and flinty walls seemed to frown dismally
upon her, as, when her agitation had become less violent, she prayed for the
interposition of Omnipotence. Her idea of being confined all night in that
horrible place, made her blood freeze in her veins, and her brain was racked
to distraction. 1t now seemsd certain to her that her assassination was deter-
mined, and here the dreadful crime could be perpetrated without even the
slightest chance of its being frustrated. But to reflect on a fate so shocking,
and which now appeared also to be so inevitable, in one so young, was parti-
cularly awful, and as she did so, her despair almost amounted to madness,
At length, cempletely worn out with her cries and lamentations, she become
more calm, and sinking on a seat, she covered her face with her hands,
as if to shut out the terror of the place, and rocked berself to aud fro,
In a state of great mental agony. Suddenly, however, she started from
lier seat, and gazed around her with a mixture of alarm and astonishment,
as a deep groan which seemed to proceed from no great distance smote her
oars.

With breathless attention she listened, while a great feeling of dread came
over her, which the horrors of the place were quite sufficient to inspire inde-
pendant of every thing else 5 but for a short time all again became silent as the
grave, and Angelina actnally feared almost to look around, lest her eyes
should enceunter some terrific object or the other, Again, the deep moaning
of a person, apparently in great pain, smote her ears, and was followed by a
sound, resembling the clanking of heavy fetters, and it now appeared so near
‘that she could almost have imagined it was in the dungeon in which she was
confined. Her terrors increased, and her curiosity was excited to an almost
‘insupportable degree, to know from whom the sounds proceeded. "Were they
‘the solemn wailings of some restless spirit, or were they the cries of anguish
ema:nating from the bosom of some poor suffering being, who, like herself, was
held a prisoner in these awful dungeons? She was unable to come to any satis-
factory conclusion ; and in a minute or two afterwards the sounds were re-
peated, followed by some words which she could not, at first, catch. At last,
however, placiag her ear close to the wall, she plajuly overheard thése expres-
sions, uttered in accents of the most poignant agony,—

“Holy Pather ! look down with pity upon me, and in mercy put an end to
my sufferings;—this state of perpetual horror and anguish is worse than ten
thousand deaths !”

Our heroine was now convinced that it was some poor suffering fellow
_creature, and she felt also certain that she was confined in the adjoining dun
geon. Her voice, too, was perfectly familiar to her, but she tried in vain, to
‘recollect where she had heard it before.

Although this circumstance afforded her a melancholy satisfaction to think
" that she should have one near her to whom she could communicate her thoughts,
and who would, doubtless, sympathise with her in the misery she seemed fated
to endure ; the idea that there was another being as wretched as herself, and

" the dreadfal state to which she seemed to be reduced, (for the voice was that of
*a fomale,) filled her bosom with sincere pain ; and even amidst all her dig-

.
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tresses, she felt that if she could only alléviate the serrows of the wretched
Pprisoner, it would be some relief to her bosom.

Again, Angelina heard the voice of the female giving utterance te some ex-
pressions of agony, but it was in so low a tone that they were rendered quite
inaudible. She, however, determined to speak to her, and, therefore, after
waiting for a few moments, in order that she might recover herself from the
confusion and agitation inte which such an unexpected adventure had thrown
her, she, in as firm a voice as possible, exclaimed =

“Unhappy being, tell, I beseech you, a fellow-unfortunate who you are,
and if there is anything that she, by words, can offer you to ameliorate our
distress, most willingly will she do it.”

A loud rattling of chains, and a lumbering noise, as il' something had fallen
heavily upon the earth, followed this speech, and Angelina imagined that the
wretched prisoner, to whom her sympathies were directed, had fainted, pro-
bably from exbaustion.

“ Poor creature |” she ecried, ‘‘she either hears me not, or else she bas be-
coms insensible. My Ged! what a monster must this Baron de Morton be, thus
to delight in inflicting unmerited tortare upon his fellow-creatures. And
must I remain in this berrible place,’’ she continued, *‘ the very aspect of
which is sufficient to fill the stoutest heart with fear; and from whose damp
and noisome walls, a chill, like that of death, freexzes the blood within my
veins, and palsies my limbs? Alas! what motives can induce the baron to:
this unprecedented cruelty 2*

Once more she raised her voice, and addressed the prisoner; there was no
answer returned, and the awfal silence which prevailed seemed more hnprés-
sive than as if it had not been interrupted.

“ Great God !” ejaculated the trembling damsel, as a swddéa thought flasked
across ber brain, ¢‘ perhaps she is dead |—perhaps the Almighty has listened to
her prayers, and terminated ber suffetings, and here am I confinéd in thie ima
mediate proximity of a corpse I”

A cold sweat bedewed her temples, as this thodght eccorred to her, and it
was with the utmost dificulty she counld sustain berssif; then the idéa ofwhat
might be her own fate, tormented and distracted her imagimation 3 probabdly,
left to atarve, as the unfortusnte being incarcerated in the next dungeon to her;
bad very likely been? This iden was more than shé cowid andnro, and she
groaned aloud.

More than an hour elapsed in this wanner, and ail remainead still 3 Angelina
had thrown herself on her wretched pallet, and covering her face with her
bands, to shant out the horrors which her gleomy dungeorr presented, gave
herself up to foelings of the most intemse anguish and despair, From the
silence which eontinued, it now seemed not at ail improbable but that her
conjecture as to the death of the prisoner Jvas eorrect, and many were the tears
she. gave to her untimély fate, which she could so sincerely commisserate,
sithough she was not aware that she was at all acquainted with the unfor-
tunate woman, motwithstanding the familiarity of her vofce, which had so
fercibly struck her, still haunted her recollectfon.

The light in her lamp was now beginning to burn - very dim and semed
as if it would shortly expire, and this added to our Héroine’s terrors tenfold,
for to be left in this horrible place in total darkness, was too dreadful even to
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thuk upon. Were lbo lplril- of the dead pmnitted to wandor this earth, which
she now firmly believed they were, since the awful adventure she had met with
in the vaults of Saint Mark’s Abbey, what more fitting place could they have
for their dreary wanderings ban this subterraneous prison?— How many
wretched beings bad, perbaps, there ended their days in eonﬁnomenl;-how-
many had there groaned beneath the cruelty of their oppressors, and bad
uitimately fallen by their hands? The dark deeds of ages seemod to arise to
her imagination, and fancy clothed them in all the various gnrbl of horror,
which a fevered brain could impart to them, and she almost feared to' look up,
lest she should bclold those ghltly forms which only existed in her own lnn‘l-
-mation,

And now the llgllt was but just faintly glimmering in the socket, ‘and in
a- minute or two longer it must bave expired, when, to her astonishment and
fear, she . heard the key turning in the lock, after which the bolts were with-
drawn, the door flew back on its hinges, and Ruthven stdod before her. - '

He carried a light in bis hand, which he held above his head when he mtered
the duiigeon;, ‘to ‘accelerate his view, and ‘after standing for' a niinute or two,
and- cottemplating our heroine with a leok of appareut satisfaction and ‘éxul~
tation, .he walked closer to her, and placed the lamp upon the lable. P
* Wound up to a pitch of the most overwhelming distraction, and imngmlng
that Ruthven had come to perpetrate the horrible crime for which purpose it
appeared she had been brought there, Angelina started from the mattress, andt
throwing: herself at the villain’s feet, with clasped hands and mpplicnling
looks, she implored his mercy.

¢ Why, what are you making all this fuss about 2" demanded the man, fu a
cold and unfeeling tone 3—*‘ what have you got to be alarmed at 2—If the
knife was at your throat you could not do more. You do not seem to ﬁncy
your new place of confinement, then ?*

The violence of Angelina’s emotions pmnn(ed her from retlrnlng any
answer to this brutal speech, and the ruffan continued,—

« There, there, no more of this squeamishness ; I thought I could soon ﬁnd
a way to cure you of your obstinacy ; get ap and follow me.”

¢ Oh, whither would you take me 2"’ ejaculated our heroine, as a terrible
presentiment crossed her mind, that he was about to commit the shocking deed,
with the perpetration of which he had probably been entrusted ; ¢ tell me, I
implore you; and, oh, take pity on my sufferings—take pity on m who never
injured you or he by whom you are employed.”

¢ There, I want no whining,” said Rntbven, polnung towardl the door of
the dungeon, ** obey me, or I must use force.”

<« Bat, surely, cruel as you are, you will not leave the unfortunate woman
in the next dungeon to die, if she is not dead already ?’ ejaculated Angelina,
with increased vehemence, and, at the same time, thiaking by that means to be
able to elicit who the prisoner was, and for what purpose she was confined.

<« Ah1” cried Ruthven, as a strange and indescribable expression passed
over his savage featares, ‘‘ you have heard Aer then }~'Tis well,~you shall
also have the pleasure of beholding her, and you will then see what those may
expect who accede mot to the wishes, or eppose the will of the Baron de
Morton or bis confidant. This way, girl I"

« Vongering how all this would terminate, trembling with apprehensien, and
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yet anxious to have her curiosity gratified, Angelina did as the ruffian com-
manded her, and Ruthven led the way from the dungeon, thiougha short nar-
row passage, until they came to an iron door, to the lock of which Ruthven
applied a key, and after some difficulty the door was opened, and revealed a
dangeon similar to the one they had just quitted, only it was larger, and if
postible, more wretched; the place was involved in utter darkness when
Ruthven opened the door, and eur heroine, terrified at the sight, started
back a few paces, until Ruthven scowled upon her, when, with trembling
steps, she entered the place, and stared aghast at the appalling spectacle which
met her view. At flst, the rays emitted by the lamp were so faint that she was
unable to distinguish anything but a black void; but at length she was hor-
ror-struck at beholding, in one corner of the dungeon, crouched up on some
straw, a form, which was so squalid and emaciated, that she could not at first
imagine it was anything human. It was chained to the wall, and in a sitting
posture, with the arms resting upon its knees, and its head reclining on its
hands, apparently, in a state of insensibility, while its dishevelled hair, which
was very long, completely concealed its features from observation; by its
side stood a stone pitcher, and there was not a single article of furniture in
the loathsome cell.

Angelina’s feelings were harrowed up to complete horror at the sight of
this revolting and pitiable object. It was a woman, and it was evident that
from her had proceeded those cries which had so much alarmed her. She
never offered {o move or alter her position in the least when they enlered
and seemed to be either dead, or unconscious of all around her. .

No. 20
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¢Good Ged,” cried Angelina, ¢ the work of cruelty is accomplished,—the
unfortunate being is mo more.”

Ruthven watiched the countenance of our heroine narrowly, and whén he
saw the emotion she evinced, a savage grin of gratified revenge, and bruial
exulistion, passed over his features; and, at last, pointing to the miseralile
wretch, who still remained inanimate, he said—

t Behold | this is one who is justly punished for daring to betray the trast
feposed in her, and who, by her tieachery, thwarted the schemnes of thiose it was
her duty to obey s but you have not gazed upon her features, probably that
may giatify you, especially if you should happen to recognise thoss of one
Whom you knew.”

The ruffian, as he spoke, advanced to the unfortunate woman, and shaking
her violently, exclaimed—,

« Come, come, no more of this nonsense, but look up, and pay a proper
respect to your visitor; arouse yourself, I say.”

The woman, at first, did not offer to move, and Angelina then began to
think that the conjecture she had formed of her being dead, was correct; but
it length, the ruffian shaking her more fiercely than before, she slowly lifted
@p ber head, and fixing her eyes upon Ruthven, she uttered a terrific screain,
sind falling at his feet, in hollow and piteous accents, cried—

¢t Mercy, mercy, Rathven; has not your vengeance yet beén gatiated, but
dliat you must Reep me in this state of lingering torment? For the love of
Bhrist, end at once my sufferingi and stab me to the heart.”

¢ Goodl God,” exclaiméd the horror:struck Angelina, ¢ that voice—those
tones go fatiitiar to mine ears; where, oh, whers hiave I heard them before 2"

« Come forward and satisfy yourself,” said the wretch Ruthven, witha sar-
donic grin ; and as he pulled our heroine towards him, he held the light close
to the features of the unfortunate victim of his cruelty,

4 Bridget ! oh, horror! horror !’ gasped forth Angelina, as she recognised
that ill-fated woman; and overcome with the horror of ber feelings, she uttered
a loud shriek, and sinking on the earth bécame unconscious of everything
around her.

CHAIPTER XXV.

‘Waen Angelina regained her senses, the scene was so changed in which she
found herself, that although the horrois she had lately experienced quickly
came to her recollection, they only appeared to her as some terrific dream ; in
fact, they were too dreadful for her at first (o dare to place any reliance upon
thelr reality, She found herself reclining upon a sofa, in an elegant apartment,
the furniture of which was very handsome, and everything was arrasged with
corresponding taste. It was morning, and the sun was darting his scorehing
beams in at the gothic casements, of which there were (wo; there was ne
person in the room, but it was evident, from the bottles and different things on
the table, that her recovery had been attended to. She arose from the sofa, and
passiog her hand across her temples, endeavoured to recall to_her memory
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wwhat bad happened to her, and how she had come thither, and soon all the
horrors of the truth fashed upon her recollection, and she trembled with the
violence of her emotion. With the most indescribable feelings of terror she
reflected upon the dreadful spectacle which the wretched Bridget bad pre-
sented, and the awful sufferings to which she was still subjected, unless death
had mercifully released her from her agonies. Gracious Heaven ! she rumi-
nated, eould it be possible that there could be such monsters in existence, as
to take an apparent delight in practising such unparelieled eruelties upon
a fellow creature; cruelties, which so closely resembled those which had been
‘perpetrated with impunity in the feudal ages? Had they ne fear of the re-
tributive arm of justice overtaking them ? And what couid Bridget have done
to bring down upon her head the vengeance of the baron and hér rufian hus-
‘band ? ‘The next moment, the whole truth of the circumstance rushed spon
ber mind, and added to the bitter angunish which filled her bosom ; she remem.
bered the words which Ruthven had made use of, viz:——to the effect that
Bridget was punished ¢ for thwarting the schemes of those whom it was her
duty to obeys’ and she could not doubt, but that for the part which she had
taken in assisting her (Angelina) to escape from tbe tower, she had boen
doomed to the awful fate she was then, if still living, enduring. The blood in
ber veins ran icy cold, when this idea occurred to her; and she greaned with
agony, to think that she should be the cause of bringing the kind-hearted
Bridget to such a barbarous destiny, filled her bosom with the most unspeak-
able grief, and her sufferings were as great as those of her, for whom her
commiseration was sp powerfully excited.

In situations like that in which Angelina was now placed, and after the
dreadful scene she bad just witnessed, which convinced her to what a terrible
extent the cruelty of her oppressors would lead them, there was nothing to
alleviate her anguish, or to give the least cause for hope. There was no one
at band to help her, no one who could interpose between her and the singular
and unaccountable vengeance of the Baron de Morton, and deep and immeve-
able was her despair. Her doem appeared now to be incvitable, for, had she
not, in her previous incarceration in this awfal place, been exposed to the
most implacable revenge of the baron, and had she not escaped from the

" shocking fate to which he had condemned her, only in the most miracualous
way, and therefore, it was not now te be supposed that he would loose taking
the opportunity which was placed in his hands. _

“Alas! my dearest friends,” exclaimed the poor girl, * you will never
again behold your unfortunate Angelina. Ere you will be able to interpose
in her behalf, the fell assassin will have done his cruel work, and she, in whom
your fondest affections are placed, will have ceased to be. Not for myself do
I so tremble, (although it is hard for one so young to exchange the sunny
spring of life, for the icy winter of death), but for the endless agony you will
experience, should my dreadful fate ever reach your ears. Oh, God! grant
me fortitude to support this awful trial, for much indeed do I now need Thine
Omnipotent aid; and, if it is Thy will that I should perish by the hand of a
murderer, by the hand of one whom I am unconscious of having offended, and
whom my conscience acquits me entirely of injuring ;—grant Thy protecting aid
to those I shall leave behind me, and teach them to support the dreadful event
with resignation,” : '
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She clasped her hands as she gave utterance to these ejaculations; and tra.
versed the chamber with basty and disordered steps, and the violence of her
emotions for a while completely choked her utterance.

« Clifford, too !’ she exclaimed, with frantic agony at length, and a deadly

chill ran through ber heart when she thought of his name; ‘“alas! whatis
your fate !—What has become of you ?—Have you fallen by the hands of the
wretches 2—Oh, Heaven! this thought is madness! Dear, dear youth, had
it not been for me, you would have been spared this dreadful fate; but sorrow
and suffering seem to be the lot of all who take any interest in my misfortunes,
and endeavour to rescue me from heartless and unmerited cruelty. Oh, Clif-
ford ! wmever, in this world, shall we meet again, and cruel destiny, which for-
bade us to love each other, will thus be satisfied.”
' Once more did her tears flow more copiously than ever, but they were shed
for Hugh Clifford, whose fate was so uncertain, and not for herself. She re-
membered all the tender asseverations he had given utterance to at their differ-
ent interviews; the earnest and fervent vows of unutterable affection he had
spoken, and the soft eloquence with which his tongue had spoken the language
of love ; his gemerous interposition when danger threatened her, and his agony,
his intense agony when told by her uncle and Kate of the Ruins, that they
must love no more. There was not the most trifling circamstance conmected
with him and the ardent passion which they had imbibed for one another, which
did not at that moment rush to her memory, and increased the bitter anguish
of her soul.

But what was the fate of Hugh Clifford ? This was a question which racked
her brain to madness, and which sbe had no means of satisfactorily answering.
At first, she dreaded that be had fallen by the hands of the ruffians on the spot
where her seizure bad taken place; but when she remembered the words
which Ruthven had spoken, and the orders he had given to the villains who had
him in their charge, this idea was banished from her mind, although she had
not the least doubt but that he was still held in confinement; and when she
reflected upon the dreadful tortures to which his enemies would put him, the
terrors of her situation became more unendurable, and she wrung her hands,
and smote her breast with the intensity of her anguish,

She now recollected the noise and confusion he had heard soon after she bad
been brought into the old Grey Tower, and a thought struck her that her
lover was confined in the same terrible place. This imagination was too pro-
bable for her easily to rejec \it; and again did she groan aloud with the horror
excited by the idea of the Suffering he would there, doubtless, be fated to
endure. From this, her thoughts once more reverted to the unfortunate
Bridget, and nothing could exceed the power of her anguish, when she recalled
to her memory the appalling spectacle she presented, and that it was, without
doubt, her interference to release her from the power of the Baron de Morton,
which had brought down upon her the shocking punishment to which our
heroine had been a witness she was suffering.

“ Oh, horror !” gasped forth the hapless damsel, ¢ she will perish |—She can-
not long survive, subjected to such insupportable sufferings, and I shall ever
accuse myself of being the cause of her untimely death !—Merciful Heaven!
look down upon.me with compassion, and, at any rate, release those from
misery who are suffering for my sake.”
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Her tears agaln flowed, and, sinking into a chair, she covered her face with
ber bands, and gave way to the unrestrained intensity of ber grief.

She remained in this state without any interruption for about two hours, and
by degrees, she became more resigned to her fate. She took a more minute
survey of the apartment she was in, and, observing a doer, discovered that it
was unfastened, and opened upon another handsome chamber, in which was a
bedstead, hung round with elegant farnitare, and every other article in the
room was of the same costly description as the one she bad just quitted, and,
in spite of the state of her mind, she could not but look upon everything
around her with the utmost admiration and satisfaction.

Bat what particularly atiracted her notice, and fixed her attention, was the

full length portrait of a lady, which was suspended from the wainscot, and
the eyes of which seemed tq be fizxed with a melancholy, yet affectionate
expression upon our beroine’s countenance. With an emotion, too powerful for
utterance, Angelina fixed her eyes upon this portrait, and was unable for some
time to remeve them, for the countenance struck her immediately as being ex-
actly like that of the mysterious form which she had several times seen in Saint
Mark’s Abbey, and which Kate of the Ruins bad informed her was the spectre
of her mother. 1Indeed, the likeness was so great, that she could almost have
imagined that the phantom stood before her. There was something in the
mild, expremive, and melancholy ceuntenance of the portrait, traced with such
skill by the pencil of the artist, that insensibly drew the affections of Angelina
towards it, and as she gased upon it, ber bosom throbbed with a feeling she
never remembered to have experienced before, and she could almost have knelt
down and worshipped the senseless canvass,
- The portrait represented a lady of tall and dignified form, elegantly dressed
in white ; and her features were beautiful and regular in the extreme, form=
ing & contour of face which could not fail to captivate the most insensible
heart the moment it was seen.

Completely overpowered by the indefinite feeling which took possession
of her besom, she fell upon her knees before it, and, with upraised bands,
uttered a prayer to the spirit of her the portrait represented for protection and
fortitude under the heavy trials by which she was now visited.

{1 While she was still in this position, the door of the outer room was opened,
and a woman entered, whom she had not seen before, carrying a tray, which
she placed on the table, and, just casting a glance towards the chamber in
which our heroine was, probably to asceriain whether or not she was safe,
she retired again without uttering a word.

. Our beroine returned to the outer room, butshe turned with disgust from the
wine and the other refreshments which the woman bad brought, as the idea
of poison entered her mind, and did not offer to touch them. She sat berself
on the sofa, and endeavoured to calm her rafled feelings, which having, after
wme time partly succeeded in doing, she arose, and, standing upon a chair,
was enabled to gaze from the window on to the scene beneath, She was now
confined in a different wing of the tower, and it commanded a beautiful marine
view, romantically diversified by little isles which shot out into the ocean.
She beheld in the distance several vessels, proudly stemming the waves, and
light skiffs, ever and anon shot past the rock upon ‘which the Grey Tower
stood with the rapidity of an arrow. Oh, what would not the poor damsel
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yave given to have been the inmate of one of thess vessols? Alas! it was Bard
%o gaze upon liberty without the means of enjoyhig its sweets, and with only
the prospect of a terrible death before her eyess and, to know that she had
done nothing #o deserve so shocking a fate. Many were the sighs that escaped
her over-charged bosom, and nothing could assuage the violence of her grief.

She was interrupted in her meditations by hearing & voice behind her repest
her name, and, turning hastily roand, her terror and surprise were excessive,
when she discovered the Baron de Morton standing and gaging upon her writh
sach altered looks,that she could scarcely believe the evidence of her sennes.
Instead of the savage expressions of revenge with which she had expected ke
would meet her, she saw him gazing at her with mingied looks of admiration
and delight, and his countenance, which was still handsome, was sofiened
into an expression of kindness and gentleness which she had never imagined it
was in bis power to assume or experience. Surprised, ineredulous, yot revived
by hope, our heroine knelt at the baron's feet, and with the most supplieating
looks, and a voice choked by sobs, implored his pity and- forbearanoe.

De Morton seemed to gaze at her with the deepest interest, and, for a fow
moments he made no reply, but at length, in a voice of softness, he ejacu-
Tated s—

¢ Rise, fairest maiden, and fear not ;—1 will not harm you ;—ne, sweetest,
believe me, the sentiments I once entertained towards you, ars now eatirely
changed, and, if I have acted with apparent severity, it bas only been ebcas
sioned by the ardour of the love I have imbibed for you, and the utfer impos-
sibitity I felt of existing out of your presence. MNay, stast mot fair Angelina,
‘mor turn that look of scorn and indifference upon me 3 beligve me, I speak the
pure sentiments of my soul, and, upon you alone depsnds my. happiness or
misery. I love you, Angelina, aye, love you to madness and——=?' -

“ My jord,” exclaimed the astonished maiden, turning from him with a lpek
of the utmost indignation and aversion, ‘¢ this .from you, the only cawse of
all my misery and the safferings of my feiends; this from he who threatened and
employed his myrmidon to attempt my life ;—this from ‘the mam who bas
doomed that poor woman to a herrible and lingering death, mergly beonuse
her humanity prompted her to assist me te esceape from that confinement in

" which you unjustly then, and now hold me ?—This from the husband of the
Baroness de Morton, from him, who, but for the ianterference of Providence,
would long ere now, have planged his poniard to my heart P—Away, and meck

' me not, disgust not mine ears with your revolting words 1¥’ i

The baron stood for a minute or two, apperently astonished and bowildeved
at her words, and the resolution with which she gave utterance to them, and did
not return any answer ; at length, once more endeavouring to take her imnd,

_and to press it to his lips, he ¢jaculated :—

“ I will admit that my conduct was harsh, that it was cruel, sweet datmel,

* but I was urged on to it by some accursed 1pell, I laboured under a stramge,
an unhappy delusion, and——"

" The baron here again paused; and looking in the ¢ountenande of -éur hereine

" with greater intensity than before, added :—

¢ And yet the likeness is so great, o péwerfal, that even Wow-—- m, ‘puim !
—1 am growing foolish again!—It cannot be. Pardon me; Angelina for.this
- digression4—you huve accused me of hehaving cruel to you, ¥ hdmit X, and
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-new would make you reparatien, by the most unbounded kindness and love.
You bave taxed ma with undue severity towards her who, in disobedience to
my orders, and the commands of her husband, assisted you to escape, when you
was before confined here ; I acknowledge it, but it is in your power to release
.her, and I gromise you, faithfully promise you, that I will make her all the
amends in my power, by the most unlimited kindness. You speak of the
Baroness de Morton? True, she possesses my hand, but my heart is yours,
and yours only 3—Yeu tell me I have sought your life (—I cannot tell what
could cause me to do s0, only the strange, the lamentable infatuation, which I
bave before mentioned. Thus do not, beauteous, all-captivating girl, suffer
these paiaful circumstances to prejudice you against he who loves you to mad-
ness |—Here, on my knees, behold me bow my adoration for your beauteous,
your all-powerful person, aund, on this fair hand to seal——"’

¢ Hpld! sir,” cried the indignant damsel, forcibly tearing her hand from
the baron’s grasp, while her cheeks turned alternately red and ghastly pale,
$‘your words are as revolting to me as your person; away, and rather let
me endure the horrors of the dungeon to which your myrmidon consigned me
when be brooght me hither.”

The baron seemed abasbed for a few moments at the boldness of the maiden’s
manner, and made no answer. He bit his lips, his brows became comtracted,
and it was very evident that he had a violent struggle to stifie those expres-
sions of anger, which the impetuosity of his dispesition excited.

At length, chasing all looks of displeasure from his countenance, he turned
upon Apgelina an expression of affection, and said :—

¢ Beauteous girl, let me beg of you to emdeavour to vanquish this repug-
#auce, which I own is only natural, after the pain I bave unfortunately been

-the eause of inflicting upon you; let me entreat that you will cease to look
‘upon me with the jauadiced eye of prejudice, and that you will vicw me only
.a8 one who loves you as ardently as ever man could love a woman, and who
is ready to make any sacrifice to contribute to your happiness.

¢ Happiness I’ repeated Angelina, with a look ofscorn, *‘ and think you the
way to make me happy, is to clandestinely tear me from my friends, and
leave th¢m in a state of uncertainty as to my fate 2—To hold me in confine~
shent .in this horrible place, where every chamber seems to trace a crime of
horror #~To insult mine ears with the expression of your disgusting puseion 2
-Lieave me, sir; your pight lls my bosom with horror and abhorrence.”

%Tis well, young lady,” observed the baron, in a voice of wrath; * you
amay, probably, repeat this cold disdain. For the present, 1 will leave you;
but, remember, that you sre now in my power, without any chance of being
rescued, withont the least prospect of any of your friends ascertaining where
you are confined, and that, if you persist in rejecting my suit, and not acceding
to my desires, force shall speedily make you !”’

As be thus spoke, be turned upon our heroine a threatening look, and quitted
the room.

Our heroine now felt, if anything, more wretched than before, for the pas-
sion of the baron phe seemed to dread even more than his vengeance. But ju
.the midst of her tropble sbe could not help reflecting with astonishment upon
-the change which had snddenly taken place in the baron’s behavieur, What
cotldhare:.had ghe power o change his most deadly mth to love, if the pag-
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sfon which be had avowed was deserving of that title ? This was & problem
which she was quite at a loss to solve; and after racking her brain for some
time to no purpose, she gave up the attempt. Her heart revolted from the
bare idea of the edious sentiments which De Morton bad expressed, and whem
she reflected how securecly she was in his power, she gave herself up for lost,
and wrung ber bands in despair. In fact, the last words the baron bad given
utterance to, convinced ber that he was determined to gain bis sinful desires
by some means, and of his relenting she had nothing to hope. Such a fate
would be even more horrible than a violent death.

For more than an heur after the baron had quitted her, Angelina remained
completely absorbed in the melancholy cogitations which the interview had
given rise to, and did not offer to move from the seat in which she had placed
berself prior to his depsrture from the room. Oh, how severe would be ths
misery, the agony of her friends, even greater than that which they mow en-
dured, did they but know the danger in which she was actually placed?
What, too, was the fate of her lover, the unfortanate Hugh Cliford? Had he
fallen by the hands of the ruffians, or had he been brought to the Tower and
Placed in confinement in those horrible dungeons, of which she had seen so
dreadful a sample, in order that his tortures might be rendered still more ex-
quisite ? The bare idea of this caused her more poignant ageny than any-
thing else ; for after what she had witnessed of the barbarous manner in which
the wretched Bridget had been treated, she could not help thinking the Barea
de Morton and his heartless creatures capable of any atrocity. With this
thought, too, was recalled to her memory the appalling sufferings which
Bridget was enduring through the assistance she had rendered her, and she
could not but feel herself truly wretched. Yet a ray of hope darted across
her mind, from what the baron had said, that she weuld be released from her
confinement, and the miseries to which she had been subjected, if death had
not already performed that task. He surely would no longer keep the un-
fortunate woman in that dreadfal state of incarceration, after what she bad
said to him.—No, he could not expect to make any other impression on her
(Angelina’s) mind, but the most inexpressible horror, by such conduct ; and yet
his chief object now, apparently, was to make an impression upon her heart,
notwithstanding that the very idea of such a thing was preposterous. Oh,
no, Bridget would be liberated, and by proper care and attention she might be
restored to the same state of health and strength she enjoyed previous to the

uelties that had lately been inflicted upon her.

As this thought gained firmer possession of her mind, Angelina became more
composed, and resolved to encounter any danger with becoming fortitude, and
to lose her life rather than yield to the importunities of ber persecutor.

At this moment her eyes rested upen the portrait, which had already so
deeply interested her, and she could almost imagine that it smiled upon her
and appeared to enceurage her to hope. 8o completely infatuated was she by
this imagination, that it was several minutes before she could remove to gaze
from the portrait, and while she looked, a strange feeling came over ber, and
she felt tranquillized and resigned to her fate, whatever it might be.

That day passed away without anything particular occurring to our heroine,
The old: woman who had brought her refreshments in the morning, came once
or twice juto the room ; but although Angelina put peveral questions to her,
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he maintained the most obstinate silence, and did not remain §a the room any
longer than was absolutely necessary.

As night approached, the fears of our beroine increased, and the thoughts
of being left alone, and at the mercy of the Baron de Morton, made her trem-
ble with apprehension for.the consequences. Hitherto all had remained per-
fectly quiet in the Tower, and she had been in hopes that the baron bad quitted
it, and would not retarn for the present; but she was soon convinced that this
idea was erroncous, by hearing De Morton calling loudly to one of his domes
tics in the gallery. She trembled when she heard his voice, and listened with
breathless anxiety, fearful that he might be coming to her apartments, but’
the sound of bis receding footsteps soon convinced her that her terrors were,
for the present, at any rate, unfounded, and she endeavoured to become more
composed.

Darkness, at leogth, fell upon the earth, and all was again silent in the Old
Grey Tower; but Angelina could hear the dashing of the waves as they rolied
against the rock on which the ancient building stood. It was a melancholy
sound, and accorded with the feelings that at preseat occupied her mind. She
looked forth from the casement on to the ocean beyond ; it was but faintly
j!lumined by the moon, which was partially hidden behind a cleud. At a
short distan ce, however, she could discover the shadows of several vessels that
were lying at anchor¢ and sometimes she would observe a boat skim lightly
over the surface of the deep, but they could not approach near enough to the

rock for her to make the persons who were in them hear her ; and had it heew
No. 21 .
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in her power, it would, ia all probability, have been lnnvni!ing, as they might

neither have the power or the will to render her any assistance.

She was aronsed from the contemplation of these objects, by hearing the baits
of the front reom-door withdrawn, and filled with the utmost borror, as the idea
of the Baroa de Morton occurred to her, she remained standing upon the cbair,
(which she had bees forced to do to ensble her to reach the casement,) com-
pletely petrified, and lncap-bln of moving.

Her alarm was, howevet, in same measure dl-peuod, when the door opened,
and the old woman enteréd. She seemed to be rather surprised at the situation
in which she beheld our héroine; but Angelna baving quickly recovered her-
self whea she saw who the intruder was, stepped from the chair, and awaited
to hear what the woman's buyiness might be with her.

Haviag phiced a fresh-trimived lamp upon the table, and some supper, which
she had Broaght in with her on a tray, she seated horself ha the chimney-corner,
and makiog a sign to our heroins to come forward, shé commesced, without
any farther ceremony, to eat heartily, and seemed resolved to make herself
quite at home.

* You had better get your supper at once, young woman,” she nid, « and
19t us retire to rest, for it’s quite Iate enough.”

“Are you, then, going te steep with me, my good woman ?” inq-iud An.
gelina.

® Yes, I 2m goiog to sleep in the same Yoem with yo#, if you have no eb-
Jection,” replied the woman., ¢t The barom thought you might be dull in such
a place by yourself, and IO ke very cousiderately ordered me to become your
companion.”

Angelina thought, that if she rendered herself mo more agreeabls than she
had hitherto done, or maintained the same taciturnity, she would make buta
-sorry companidn ; still, however, her presence afforded her some satisfaction,
as it seemed to be a guarantee for her not being intruded upon by the Baron de
-Morton. She put several more questions to the woman, but she refused to
answer them ; and finding it was, therefore, a fruitless' task to endeavour to
elicit anything from her, she gave ap the attempt ; and after partaking slightly
of the repast, she prepared to retire to rest.

The old woman having wrapped herself in a huge cloak which she had
brought with her, stretched her limbs upon the sofa, and was soon fast asleep ;
but not so Angelina—busy reflection long kept the drowsy god from her
pillow ; but at length, fatigued and care-worn, sleep did come to her relief,
and she found a temporary forgetfainess of Ler sorrows.

-Angelina slept caimly untii = late hour in_ the morning ; and on opening her
eyes, she found that the old woman was aiready up, and was preparing the
breakfast. She mentally offered up a prayer of gratitade to Heaven, for pre-
serving her threugh the night, and shé arose and dressed herself. The old
woman seemed to be in rather a better disposition than she had been the might
before, and began to be somewhat more garrulous. Angelina perceiving this,
ventored to fnquire of bet whether Bridget was yet alive, and if she was stiil
confined in the herrible dungeon underneath the Tower.,

¢ She is alive, and, doubtless, will be very soon restored to health,”” observed
the old woman. ¢ Yestorday moraing the baron ordered hetr to be removed
from the place where she was coufined, and she bas now proper attendance,
and will continne te recejve it watHl she bas recovered.”
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““ Thank Heaven I” gjusulated aur beroins, fervently. ) ’

¢To be sure, she bas been very severely paaished,’ said the woman; * bue,
upon the whale, and taking every thing into consideration, it is no mors than
she richly deserved ; for what busizess had she to assist you to escape from the
custody of her master ”

¢ And what authority had her master, either then or mow, to held me in cus-
tody ?” demanded the indignant Angelina. * Why should he persist in exer-
ci:: such unparalicled cruelty towards one who Is almost an entive stranger
to ’n

. ¢ Ag for the n-l(er of that, I koow sothiag about,” returned the womas ;
““and it is not my place to question the conduct of my master. I dare say he
buumonntlorny for doing what he bas tlon,ht if he bas not, it is no busi-
ness of mine

Apgelina could not help turning away fum the unfeeling old weman, with
disgust ; but, at length, deeming it more prudent to disguise her real thouglits,
she inquired in what maaner it was discovered fhat she had assisted her to
escape from the Tower.

¢ Why there soald not be any mistake in that® said the woman; ¢ for had
she not exchanged dresses ‘with you, and remained behind in the apartments
wherein you -had been confined? Besides, the foolish-woman, as though she
was anxious to be discovered, bad partaken of something out of a bottle, in
which there was an opiate which she was aware of, and that steeped her senses,
o that she fell into a deep sleep, and in that state she was found by Ruthven
who entered the chamber at midnight.”’

“Ab! for what purpose 2" gasped forth Angelina, as a terrible idu of the
truth darted across ber imagination.

% No matter,”’ answered the old woman, with some confasion; * she had to
pay dear for her treachery—her husband stabbed her in 2 mistake—e="" .

“ In a mistake for me,” added our hcroine, hastily. ¢ Wretches, murderers,
well do [ new percelve what were their blood-thirsty designs, but which wers
so singalarly frustrated. Alas! poor Bridget, what have you suffered to serve
mel”

¢« Ruthven was at first terribly ‘alarmed whea he discovered what he had
done,” said the old womas, after a pause ; * but the wound was not a dangereus
one, and she soon recovered. When she bad got well, she was most severely
reproached by my lord, and her husband, for the treacherous part ske had acted,
and, as a further punishment for the effence of which she bad been guilty,
she was confined in the dungeom, as you observed her, and, in my opinien,
very jml’ teo.”

“The villains!” exclaimed the horror-struck Angelina, when the ‘'womam
concluded ; and she could not help feeling the utmost abhorrence of one who
could make use of such bratal observations as she had done, and was ashamed
{0 think that they sheuld ¢manate from ope of her own sex.

¢ It’s fortunate for yos, young weman,” said the woman, “ that neither the
baron, my master, or Ruthvea, are present to hear the titles you bestow upon
them. Baut, for my part, I consider that if I bad been guilty of what she was,
I shouM have merited the most severe puwnishment that could have been im<
flicted upon me. However, I must not semain here any longer—J have other
basicess to attend to.”

# With these words, the old woman quitted the room, snd our herolne was
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Teft to the induigence of her own refiections. Deeply did she lament the suffer-
ings which the unfortunate Bridget had undergone for <her sake; but un-
boundedly grateful she was that she had at last been liberated, and she
ecarnestly hoped that she might speedily recover from the effeets of the brutal

‘treatment she bad received, and be permitted again to see her.

This day passed away without anything taking place to call for any partica-
1ar notice here; the baron did not visit her, and the night went over in muchk
the same manner as the preceding one had dose. On the third morning, bow-
ever, after the old woman had left the room, the door was unfastened, and De
Morton entered, and advanced with a look of esgerness and admiration, to-
wards Angelina.

The damsel felt a strasge tremour seize her when he entered, but with a
powerfal effort she quickly recovered berself, and prepared to meet him with
firmpers and decision.

¢ Beauteous Angelinal” said the baren, in insinuating accents, I bope
that at our last iaterview I did mot say anything that ought to haveexcited
your displeagure ; but if I did, I pray you to altribute it to the impetuosity of
wy love, which hurries me on, and gives me not time to think. Should I bave
been so unfortunate, sweet maiden, most readily will I make you all the re~
paration in my power. Nay, do not frown, that brow !was never formed for
anythiag but smiles, ard anger ne’er should choose it for a resting places
Again I come to offer you the homage of a heart, which, while the current of
life circulates within my veins, must throb alone for you.”

As he spoke, he bent one knee to the flper, and attempted te take the hand
of our heroise, but she withdrew it with an expression of disgust and ebhkor-
rence,.and in a voice of indignation, replied,—

“Villain ! is it thus you insult and wound the fnlinp of one whom you
have already racked to torture 2*?

¢ Ah, maiden,” said the baron, a flush of afiger suffusing his cheeks, and
his brow becoming slightly contracted, *‘you turm from me with scorn, and
look upon me with hatred. What can 1 do to win bat a smile from your
sweet lips—to elicit one werd of kindness? To gain your affections, there is
po sacrifice that I would consider too great; then avert not your bead in
wrath, but say you pardon me for the step to which I bave been drivea
ouly by love, and that you will listea to the vows of one whe will abanden
‘everything else for you.”

It would be impossible to describe the emotion of Angelina during this
speech. Her bosom swelled alternatety with feelings of indignation, shame,
and insulted virtue, and speech was almost denied her, until the baren once
more attempled totake her band, when, in tones of firmness and dlgnity,
¢jaculated,—

¢ Away, my lord—your language is a disgrace to your sex, and shoeld
call the blush of shame upon your cheeks ! — Away, and no longer com-
taminate mine ears with the expression of sentiments which can only excite
my disgust and hatred. Think you, because the humble Angelina is poor,
that she is to be won to your base purposes !—Think yeu that you will tri«
umph in your guilt with impunity ?~No—be sure .that justice will yet overa
take you, and that you will be punished for the several outrages you have
committed against a defenceloss girl, who never gave you cause for enmity.’?!




mem e . 4.;,._-—MWM. 7

THE MYSTERY OF ST, MARK'S ABBEY, 165

“I can submit to your reproaches, fair Angelina,” retarned the baronm,
stifling his passion as much as pessible, “ for I know that I deserve them.
But I would make reparation, and —"

“If you would do that,” interrupted our heroise, *restere me instantly
to liberty—to my friends, from whom yeu havo se unjustly torm me, and
make all the alonement you can, by expressiag your sorrew for the many bours
of anguish you have cassed both me and mine, and promife never to molest
me again, Do this, and I will readily enter into a covenant to forgive and
forget what bas past,”

The baron pansed, and seemed at a loss for some time what answer to make,
and he was greatly Abashed by the firmaess and decision of ber manaer, but,
at leagth, turaing to her with an attempt to smile insinuatingly, he said,=

‘“Suffer yon 10 leave me, beauteous Angelina !—oh, never ! never!—that
cannot, must not be~~By Heaven, I could not exist out of your presence ;
and to think you were likely to become the bride of another, would drive
me to madness. Banish the mistaken sense of delicacy which now prempts

your refusal to accede to my wishes, and live alope for love, and for one -

who will think nothing«too dear to comtribate to your happiuess. Here you
shall reign the mistress of my affeetions, and command whatever yon desire,
but liberty—that, repugnant as it is to my feelings, I must demy you, but I
will previde for you such pleasures, suck epjoyments, as will leave you
nothing to regret.”

“ Base, heartless, unfeeling man,” cried Angelina, in tones of anguish,
“ thus te tamper with the feelings of an unprotected fomale, and to seek by
sbameless and disgusting sophistry, te win her to your infamous parposes.
Were not the sufferings you before put me to, the hours of misery aud anguish
you caused my fiiceds, suficient, but that you must add te it by agaia un-
justly tearing me away from my home, and insulting my ears with the expres-
sion of your odious pamsion? Dare you to talk te me of love, and think
upon her whom you swore at the altar to love and reverence }—Why am I
selected as a victim of your persecution and cruelty? Away—leave me,
aod if I must remain {a confinement, lot me not be tormented by your hated
preseace.”

'Tis well, young lady,” returned the baroa, unable looger to suppress bis
wrath, * I know from whence springs this scorn, this hatred. Hugh Clifford,
the smuggler, possesses those aflections I aspire to. The lawless captain of a
band of ruffians, has sueeceded in gaining the heart of the gentle, the virtuous
Angelina! Surely, every one must admire her choice.”

At the mention of the name of her lover, deep blushes suffused the cheeks
of our heroine, and when the uncertainty of his fate rushed upon her memory,
a pang shot through her heart, which chilied the parple carrent that circulated
in ber veins, and she trembled violently, and was altogether so deeply, so
powerfully affected, that for & few momentsshe conld not give utterasce to
her feelings, until she was relieved by a copious flood of tears. Suddenly,

- however, she conquered ber emotions, and assuming am air of dignity and
fortitude which astonished and bewildered the baron, she fixed upon him a
look of the most ineffable contempt, as she said,—

* Hugh Clifford, the smuggler-captais, possesbes virtues and loble qualie
ties, the nature of the proud Baron de Morton has ever heem a stranger to,
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He is good—he is gencrous-ihe ever-svendy defender of the female ez, asd
" ame who would despise himself could he by werd or deed wound their feolings,
or cause them a momenl's uphappiness. The Baroa de Morton would do well
te follow the example set him by the lawless coplain of & band of ruffions.”

The baren bit his lips, seawled fearfully, and foldiag his arms across his
hreast, paced the apartment to aad fro, ia a state of great excitement. At
length, as a smiler of secret exnltation dwelt upon his features, he turned to
Angeliga, and in a tons of irony, chesrved,—

“ But yet this noble, this brave, this generous -I“Iw-cuphln, this reb-
ber, who is to set examples of virtae and integrity to his fellow-creatures,
could not save himself from the power of his eaemy!”  °

“ My God!” ejaculated the alarmed damsel, * ave, then, my worst sarmises
verified, and is the unfortunate Clifford, if be still }ives, the prisoner of —’

¢ He who sues your affections,” added De Morten, with- a leok of triemph,
“but one word from you can restore him to liberty. Say that you will con-
sent to reign the mistress of —’

¢ Hold, villain!” interrupted Angelina, * pollete not mine ears with a re-
petition of that with which youn have already disgusted me. The Almighty
will protect him from your malevolence, and I know ke would sooner suffer all
the borrers which your inhuman natere could invent, (han be would parchase
his liberty at the sacrifice of the virtwe and happiness of her, upon whom bis
every thought, his every wish, his whole soul is fixed.””

¢ And af what will avail his obstisacy or yours,’ said the baron ; ¢ are
you not securely is my power, and could 1 not obtain that by force which
now I deign to swe for? Were it not my wish to win your love, and to
prove to you the admiration and regard yoa bave excited in my breast, I
could this moment bask in those enjaymcm I bave taken so much trouble fo
ob'm’l

Angelisa wrung her hndo in despair, and gave utterance to u groas of in-
tense agony.

¢ Come, come, lovely maiden,” said the baron, ia a milder tone, ¢ you see
the folly, the uselesmess of remaining ebstinate, and epposing me ; banish all
anger from your breast, endeavour tosmile upon the vows of one who loves
you to distraction, and the gates of Hberty shall instantly be uabarred to
Hugh Clifford.”

“ Never! never!” cried Algohm, energetically.

“ Then your Jover dies npen a scafiold |” answered the baron. The maiden
fixed upon him a look of contempt.

¢ Nay, proud beauty,” continued De Morton, * you affect to treat my
threats with scorn, but you may too soom, nevertheless, find them true. A
price is set upon the life of Hugh Cliford, for crimes which render him
amepable to the severest penakty,and to that fate it is in my power this misute
to censign him,"?

A feeling of the most inexpressible horror fell upon the heart of Asgelios,
when the baron gave utterance to these words ; her face became ghastly pale,
her limbs trembled, and had she not drepped Into a chair which was clese by,
she must bave fallen to the floor. Bat in a very short time she recovered, so
far as to be able to turn updn the bason s leok, which seemed as if it would
penetrate to binsonl, and then, iz & solemn veice, ojagulnted, —
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¢ Baron de Merton, yon cannot speak the truth,—Hugh Clifford cannot ever
have been guiity of crimes that would render bim liable to the punishment of
death, It is only done to barrow up my feelings, and to- exact from me a
promise which virtue and every law, buman and divioe, forbids, But, surely,
were it even true, cruel as you are, you could never be guilty of so harbarous
a deed P

‘I repeat that I have spokea the trath,’ said De Morton, * bul,” he added,
in a softened tone, * why will you, sweet mwaiden, by your scorn and obsti-
nacy, force me to behave in a manner from which my nature revolts? Why
will you not endeavour to banish from your bosom the hatred and resentment
you bear {owards me, and make’ me your devoted slave, studious to promote
your happiness, and anxious to banish from your memory all recollection of
the past. Nay, do not frown so disdainfully upon me, but let this kiss end at
once all ill feeling, and be the prelude to future joys!™
" As the baron spoke, he threw his arms around the waist of Aagelina, and
was about to put his words iato execution, when, at that moment, he was
arrested in his purpose, by a sound resembling a deep sigh or a hollow gust
of wind, which seemed to proceed from the adjoiniog spartment, the door of
which was standing wide open, The baron released our hetoine, who
trembled with terror, and, looking towards the spot from whence the sound
appeared te issue, his eyes became fixed upon the portrait which had so
particularly engaged the atteution of Angelina, and which, at that moment,
appeared to his terrified imagination to move, and the bosom to heave. His
face became ghastly pale in an instant, his lips quivered, and turning away
from the contemplation of the portrait, with a shudder of horrer, he said, as
be bastily quitted the room,—

“1 will see you again—anon, Angelina, for the present, farewell, and
remember my words.”

As he spoke, he cast one more glaoce of terror towards the portrait, and
left the apartment, while Angelina stood for a few minutes in a state of com-
plete stepefaction, and could neither move nor utter the least exclamation.

When she did somewhat recover, the horror of her feelings was inde-
scribable. The determined persecution of the baron—the inrults by which
ber ears had been contaminated—the confinement of Hugh Clifford, and the
danger in which the baron had asserted he was placed—‘*a price set upon
his life " —all —all rushed upon her memory at once, and nearly over-
whelmed her; but, at length, sinking npon a chair, she found some relief in a
torrent of tears.

When she could bring her mind to reflect more calmly and dispassionately
upon her situation, she endeavoured to find out some means by which she
could indulge in the hope of escaping from the power of the villain who de-
tained her, but alas! there was none, unless it was in the liberation from
confineraent of Hugh Clifford ; but the improbability of that wae too deeply
impressed upon her mind, for ber to give it any encouragement; for it was
not likely that the baron would ever release him, (although he hau promised
s0 to do, if she would accede to his wishes,) as he would, of course, feel cer-
‘tain that Clifford would immediately avail himself of such an opportunity
te make ber situation known to her friends, and to adopt some scheme to
enforce her releass from incarceration, Wben she thought of thim and
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imagised to berself what must now be the sufferings of Clifford, to know that
she was in the power of thé baron, her bitierest foe, and be without the means
to render her any assistance, she wrupg ber hands, and paced the room with
uneven steps, in a state of the greatest agony and despair.

She was interrupted in the midst of her grief, by the entrance of the old
woman, who brought with her the morning’s repa<t, and baviag set it vpon
the table, turned te Angelina, and, in a tone of curiosity, said,—

¢ For gnodness sake, young woman, what bave you been saying to lbc
baros, to put him into such a violent state of agitation? He has just left the
Tower, nccompanied by Ruthven, and he looked so pale, and, be ticmbled

- s0, lackaday ! I could not belp looking at him with wonder. Whatever can
bave been the matter **

‘« The power of his -own conscience has worked its rerrors upon him,”” re-

. plied Angelina ; * the guily are sure to mect with an earthly punishwent in
some way or the other.”

¢ You talk very boldly, methinks, young woman,” auswered the old “bel-
dame, *“‘but it is well the baron does not hear you. Conscience, io-
deed! — But let me advise you not to remain obstinately blind to your
own interest ; if you readily assent to the baron's withes, I know that he
will make it his constant study to contribute to your bappicess and enjoy-
ment, but if on the other hand, you incense bim, you must take the conse-
quences.

Angelina was so thoroughly disgusted with the coarse and revolting man-
ners of the old woman, and the ebservations she made use of, that she averted
her looks, and did not return her any answer; but, at length, thinking it
would be much more politic to endeavour to make a friend of henthan an
enemy, (if it was possible to excite friendship in such a flinty bosom,) she
made some observation of a concilatory description, which secmed to have the
effect desired. She inquired after Bridget.

¢ Oh, she s getting on very well,”” answered the old womln—“ she will, no
doubt, soon recover from the effects of the just punishment she has reccived.?”

¢ Pray God she may,” ejaculated Angelina, with fervour,

¢ Ah, well, for my part,”’ remarked the woman, * I do not see that she de-
serves the least pity; and I only hope that what she has suffored will bring
her to her senses, and that she may henceferward know her duty better to
her husband aod her master.”

Angelina made no reply to the obaervations of old Deborah, (for such was
the pame of the woman,) but, of course, she could not help feeling the utmost
disgust at the inhumanity which she evinced.

*“Take it altogether,” continued the old woman,* I think she bas been
treated very leniently by these whom she has so grossly offeuded ; aund, after
all, she :nay thank the clemency of the baron for pardoning aer. However,
it is no use talking about this matter—it is all over new, and Bridget will soon
get over it, no doubt, though L do not think she will ever be on.very gaod
terms with her husband again.”

¢ Friends with a miscreant |—a wretch like that !” exclaimed our heroine,
with a shudder of disgust.

““Again I warn you, young lady,” said Deborah, “to be a little more
circumspect in your language, especially towards Rufus, for 1 would not
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stand in the situation of those who offend!him, for all the world—~Even my
lord, the baron, fears him.” . )

“ And why should he fear one who is his mepial i* bastily inquired An.
gelina, .

The old woman seemed confused, and at a loss what seply to make, but, at
last, she said,—

“I do not mean to say that the baron lives in fear of Rufus, but that he
would care not to——but, psha !—how I talk! What busincss is it of mine or
yours? Only I would seriously advise you to alter your behaviour towards
the baron as soon as possible, and you will find it to your advantage.”

“ But do you think they will suffer me to see Bridget again ?” inquired our
beroige, in an anxious tone.

“ Why, as-she will not have it in her power to aid you in any design which
you might bave to escape, and, probably, if she had, would not be inclined to
run any risk after the sufferings she has uadergone, | do not se¢ that my Jord
will bave any objaction, that is, if you do not continue obstinate ia rejecting
the $ujt of the baron.”

“If, then, the only terms upon which I can hope to see her, are by en-
eouraging the base vows of one who is odious to me,” said our heroine, ¢ there
is no hope.”

‘“ Well, Miss, you know best,” said old Deborah, * but T can only say
that ybu are very silly, and that there are many females, in a far better station
than yourself, and who could boast ef morc atiractions, who would jump at
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the chance you have got. A poor pessant’s plece, indeed, presuming to resist
the offers of & nobleman |—Well, to a certainty, the world has g¢ome to a'very
pretty pass indeed.”

¢ Old woman,” exclaimed Angelina, solemnly, and unable any longer to
restrain the expression of her disgust and indignation—* old woman, totiering
as you are on the verge of the grave, your bair sjivered by age, are you
net ashamed to talk thus, and to became the panderer to the vices of a villain,
whom it would be wrong to call a man? Is your mind callous to all sense of
feeling, to all sense of virtue, and integrity "’ '

“Virtue! jotegrity!” reiterated the old woman, fiercely, and looking
spitefully upon our heroipe, *¢ hoity, toity, and bave I lived to all these
years to be taken to task by & mere girl? Virtae, indeqd! 1] tell you what
it is; I have lived three score years and ten in the world, apd I never
siffered a man %0 much as to press my lips.”

If gld Deborah had said that she had lived the number of years in the world,
which she had mentioned, and that not a man had ever deigued to look at
her with any other feelings than those of disgust and detestation, she would
bave been nearer the truth. For she had never heen remarkable for her
beauty, or the sweetness of her disposition, unless a small pug nose, little
pigish eyes, red blowsy cheeks, and a very large mouth, might be considered.
fascinating, and a sour, crabbed, envious, spiteful, and waspish temper, might
be thoughtamiable traits in & person's character. -

Angelina, however, made no farther ebservation to her, but walked into the
adjoining room, leaving the old woman muttering and grumbling to herself, at
the same time that she was plying at ber needle.

Our heroine soon became abstracted from everything else, in ruminating
upon her present situation, and the words and importunities of the baron,
which he seemed determined to follow up in the most indefatigable and
resolute manner, and how to escape the dreadful fate impending over her,
she knew not. There was no one mear to relieve her mind, or to impart to
her bosom awy hope or consolation, Then the idea of her lover, Hugh Clifford,
being confined in the gloomy precincts of a dungeon, and left to the mewey of
one who had every reason to hate him, recurred to her memory, and caused
a sensation in her bosom which was almost insupportable ; and then to know
that his restoration to liberty was nearly hopeless, and the uncertainty of
whether or not the baron had told the truth when he said that he was accused

‘of erimes which rendered his life forfeited to the offended laws of his country,

caused more horror and agony in her breast than anything else. She was
confident that Hugh Clifford’s disposition rendered him incapable of being
guilty of any crime for which he might merit such a punishment, but then
she was aware that the nature ot the life he led, must make him numerous
enemies, and that there were many who would net hesitate to trump upauy
charges against him, which might be the means of putting an end to his
eareer,

Hugh Clifford bad long been an eye-sore to the Government, and the success
which had invariably aitended him, made them anxious to get him and bis
cpmrades in their power, but hitherto all their endeavours to effect that gbject
had sigually failed, and it was, therefore, not at all unlikely that they would
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retort o any means which might ultimafoly piace ih their hdnds, and at their
disposal, the much-dreaded smuggler captain, -

“ Oh, that he would abanden the dangerous tilling,” said Augelina, * wonld
to Heaven that be had never taken to it. Alas! what nntoward circdmstances
could ever have driven him {o such & hasardous and distepulable cburse of
life? Had it not been for lht, how happy mi;ht we mnot both now bave
been, joined togéther in wee

She suddenly checked herself, and added—

“Alns! no—that cotild mot huve béen; our umien Is forbidden, nid fate
scéms to have comspited against ws; and to have ordained that we shall be
for ever wretbhed.”

Her eyes sow accidentally fell uwpon the perirait, and in & mément the
strange circumstance which had been the menms of saving her from the insuit
which the Baren de Morton bad offered to her, rushed upon her reeollection,
and gave riss 10 a new train_of reflections. Could the sounds beth she and
the baroa imagined they had heard, be real, or mere phantasy ? It might bave
been the wind, but yet the sound was so distinet, so hollow, and so impressive,
that she felt unable to arrive at such a conclusion. She remained for several
minates with her eyes intently fixed wpon the portrait, and as she did so, they
filled with tears, arid she felt a sensation dart threugh her bosom, and throb
around her heart, she was at a less to account for, but would net have bavished
it from her mind, up ou any account.

The harsh and disagreeable velce of old Deborah calling ber to dinner,
breke im upon these melancholy meditations, and she re-entered the sitting-
room.

To judge by the looks of the old harridan, whisll were a shade or two more
unpleasant than usual, it wonld appear that shehad not forgoiten the temarks
which gur beroine had made te her,and she seemed determined te show all
the spleen she could tewards her. . But Angelina was quite indifferent to her
behaviour, and, in fact, took no notice of it ; but thinking it was the best plan,
she resuined the silence which she had at first assumed towards her.

Deborah hever left the apartments the whole of that day, but that circum-
stancé did not amnoy Angelina, as she was too fully ocoupied with her own
thoughts to take any notice of her.

That day, and the next passed away, and the baron -id sot come near her,
while Déborak remained constantly with her. Once Rufus looked in, but he
did not remain many minutes, and after giving some instructions to the woman
to be eareful of her charge, he retired.

On the third merning Rufus again made his appearance, and looking steraly
upon Angelina, bade her follow him, at the same time pointing to the door.
The maiden felt an irresistable semration of horror cteep through ber veins,
.whenever ber eyes encountered this ruffian; and wondering what could be the
cause of his present behaviour, and what his intentions, she hesitated, and did
aot offer to dn as he commanded her.

% Did you not hear me, young lady P"’ said the wretch, scowling, * or are you
disposed to treat my orders with disdain 2—Attend me, I repeat. As for you,
old Mother Deborah, you can take your place among the ether servants in
the hall,—your services are dspensed with for the preseat.”
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¢ Where would you hhn.aiwhtbyﬂml" domanded-the
alarmed damsel.

“Bah!” cearsly exclaimed Rufus. “ Why am I to be peuadvan.n-
tions? You have ne eceasion to fear, I do not intead any harm now 2" -

0id Deborah had made ber exit the instant she roceived the ovders of Rufus,
and Angelina knowing it weuld be useloss to offer to eppose his will, and com
mitting herself to the protection of Providence, followed the way which the
rafiian cenducted her.

He lod her along the galiery, and acress & corridor, until they arrived at
another wing of the tower, and in a second gallery of less extest than that
they had previously traversed, he stopped at a large oakem doer, which be
unlocked, and motioning Angelina to follow, be entered, and our heroine
obeying him, found herself in a suite of apartments similar to the ene she had
Jjust quitted, only they were bung roand with tapestry of a dark purple, which
gave them a sombre aspect, yet they were furnished in the same style of
elegance, and they appeared to bave been fitted up for her reception.

“It is the will of the Baren de Morten,” observed -Rufus, * that these
should henceforth be your apartments, asd doubtless you will not be worse
Pleased with them thas those you have just quitted.”

Before Augelina could make any reply,and the isstant Rufes bad finished
these observatioss, a faint scream was beard from an adjeining apartment, the
door, in a moment, was thrown back on its hinges, and a fragile form rushed,
as well as its strength would permit, to Angelina, and threw herself ia her
arms. It was Bridget, the faithful, the affectionate Bridget, who bad risked,
and endured 30 much to serve Angelina, who, at the time, was comperatively &
stranger.

The pawer of the most able pen must fail in attempting to do justice to the
sceae which fellowed this sudden and unexpected meeting. Neither Angelima
nor Bridget could give utterance to their feelings any eotherwise than by
convulsive sobs, but they embraced each other with the fervent affection of
sisters. Rafus, however, did not seffer this to continue long, and seemed
te view it with feelings of the utmost -impatience. Taking hold of the arm
of his vnfe, be tore her rudely away from Angclml, and with a frows,
said,—

* Remember what 1 have told you, and obey. Although unseen, I shall be
constantly watching yeur bebaviour, and will act as it dictates. You have
experd d the q of disobedience to my will, so beware |*

Having thus spoke, Rufus quitted the room, and securing the door after
him, Aogeliaa and Bnd'et heard his heavy footfalls, as ke lnumd the
gallery.

For some nhltes Angelina and Bridget embraced each other, with the
same fervour as if they were sisters, and their emotions at once more meeting,
after so long a separation, and under such circumstances, rendered them for
some time unable to utter a word. At length, tears gave relief to their
bosoms, and they both gave unrestrained indulgence to their grief.

‘¢ Bridget, dear Bridget,”” ejaculated our heroine, when she had become
a little moie composed, ¢ oh, how glad am I to see you again, that | may
have the opportunity of expressing the regard I feel for you, and my earnest
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regret at the horvibie qufferings you have endured for my sake. Never ahail
1 be abie to repay the debt of gratitede I owe you.”

“ It is.already repaid, Miss,” returned Bridget, ina tone of sincerity—¢¢ it
is already repaid, ia the ceasciousness I have of having performed a virtuous
action, dnd saved the life of a fellow-creature. As for my sufferiags, dreadful,
indesd, as.they were, they are over now; and since we are permitted to
mest againg and to be tegether, I will endeaveur to forget tln-, or to re-
member them only with feelings of anything elee but anguish.”

“ Aid are you, indesd, to be my companion, dear Briiget ?” inquired An-
gelina, eagerly; ““shall we be allowed to share the same apartmeats, and my
sight no longer be offended, or mine ears disgusted with that hateful old woman,
Deborah "

“ Yes, Miss,” replied the faithfal Bridget, * the barcn has told me that I am
in futere to be with yeu constantly, on conditien that I never mention the past,
and that I endeaveur all that is in my power to perssade you to receive his
advances withent abhorrence. Bat his lordship must bave theught very meanly
of me, to have imagined that I could be capable of doing as he wished, and
rather would I incur all that bis wimost vengeance could iaflict, and which, as
I bave experienced, he knows how to exercise with such severity, than L
would even attempt to act ia a manner so repugnant te my feelinge.” 4

“I kaew yjou weuld, my. good, kind, afisctionate Bridget,’”’ ejaculated
Angelina, once more embracing her companion with the utmost ardour and
sincerity. ¢ Henceforth we are sisters, and nothing can ever estrange from
my bogpom {ke feelings of love and gratitude which I feel towards you. But
what think you of the Baron de Morton’s desigus against me P**

“ Alas ! Miss Woodfield,” replied Bridget, * I scarcely know how to answer
you, for were I to endeavour to instil the sentimests of hope into your mind,
1 should mot only be misleading you, but speaking ia a masuer contrary to my
ows opinions. . The baron is a wicked man, and when he forms a design,
there is nothing that he will shrink from performing te pat it inte execution.
It is very cestain, that his former extraardinary hatred,and even dread of you,
are changed into love, (it such a detestable passion as that he feels, deserves
such a title,) and that has formed a resolutien, by some means or-the other,
to obtain the indulgence of his sinful desires. But I know that I need not
beg of you to meet him with equal determination, and fear mot but that Pro~
vidence, will project you from the villain’s wicked designs.”

¢ will, indeed, do as you say, Bridget,” returned our heroine 3 *“and the
consciousness of the rectitude of my own heart, will, I am confident, enable
me to triumph.—Yes, I will no longer despair, but meet my persecutor with
firmness, and shew him that virtue is as a coat of mail to its possessor, and may
set at defiance all the ovil machinations of the guilty.”

“ It delights me to hear you talk so,” sald Bridget; *¢and I feel as certaia
ts you yourself can, that your ideas will be realized. The baron is crafty
and designing, and he will, doubtless, try every effort in his power to effect
the gratiication of his wishes. But a firm resistance, conducted with prudence,
will frustrate his object, and distract him from his purposes, until such time
as you mey effect your liberation, and place yourself in a situation to defy
his power, or wicked designs,’’
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“Doar Bridget,” encldited Angelint, “how witely yaint edundsls X foel
renewed hope already, and have reason te bless the homest which das réstered
to me a companion o0 kind and attentivessond wiw feels such a deep interest
in my fate, and can 50 well sympathish with my misfertomes. Rut you st
sot forget thé warning of Rufus;—how I shudder when I tiduk of it, and
I am foarful, by thes 10 vandidiy and openly espresting your foelings téwards
me, you may be runaibg yourself inté daoger. Siuldn,&h. agein Ium
to you, I should for ever apbraid myeelf.”’

“ Oh, do 46t fear fot me, my dear Miss,” rettraed Bridget; uee&.then
is no cause for your apprebénsion.”

“ But did not your hushand tell you that he shoild be constaatly watcking
you, and should be sure to know if you disobeyed his mandates I lnqnlreﬂ
Angeline,

“True, he did 90,” answered Bridget, ¢ but I heeded not his thrediss
I know they are futile. Here we may give usrestraived expression to our
sentiments without any fear of belag overheard. Besides, of this, I am cons
winced, that Rufus values his ewn neck too much, te venturs to gv.to ex-
trentities, when he would be certain that sow, at any r“a,there would be very
little doubt of his being detected and brought to punlsbmerit,” :

“T1 feel satisfied by your confidence,” said our heroines and henceforth I
shail be able to meet my fate with a becoming firmmess and resignation indeed,
eould but Huagh Clifferd regein his liberty, 1 ionld feel very litde doubit
of being speedily liberated.”

“ Hough Cliford—Captain Cliford 1" repeated Bridget, with mn’msm
of astonishment, ** is lie confined here ?*’

¢ He is,” replied Angelita, “ and it is that which aflicts me sbore’ dhn
my own sufferings. Oh, Bridget, in you I can confide, aud I know tiatyod
will a0t only sympathise with me, but advise me how to sct. T will, therefors,
ackndwledge to you that I leve M. Clifford, and that with a passion which
#0-earthly power ean ever sabdué,”

“J do not wonder at it, Miss,” observed Bridget, “ for Captiéin Cliffort
{s 2 sweet young man, and; I am certain, is every way worthy of you. To be
sure he is a smuggler 3 but, after all, I do not see that there is any great deal
of harm in that. Ah! Miss, many a time have I listened with pleasure to
the details of the generous uctions he has performed. But how ktow you,
Miss, that Mr. Clifford is a prisouet in the Tower ¥

“If1 may believe the assettious of the baron,” émswered Angelm. “I
eanmot éntertain sny doubt of it. He it waus that told me-Clifford was his
prisoner y and, besides, I have but too good reason to suppore that the baron
spoke the truth, since I was with the former when I was seized by Rufus and
the otber ruffians, who fefled bim to the earth, and as I livagined then, killed
him. Besides, when I was brought into the Towet, or, st least, shortly after-

“wards, I heard s strange nefse, which led me to suppose {kat Clifferd wes
twought & prisoner bere, Alas! how unfortunate I am in thus briaging misery
apon aH those who are in any way cenanected with my fate, or who take the
Jeast interest in my affuirs,”’

¢ From my very soul do I pity you, Miss,’” observed Bridget, ‘‘ and also
regret that Mr. Clifford has fallen into such bAd lmuds. Stit} I do not thisk

Ll
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tkat the buran wilt venture to praceed to oxtremitios with him, if it is anly for
your sxke. Iy he aware, Miss, of the passion which ,on eptertain for each
other 2”’

¢ He is,” replied our beroius, ‘‘at least he suspects thai such is the case, ang
bas taunted me with it.”

Bridget sat silent and in a musing mood, for & short time.

¢ Are your relations likewise acqusinted with yqur love, Miss, if I may
make se bold as to ask ?” At Jength she said,  Surely they eould not hut
approve of a passion which bas for ifs abject so worthy g being 2’

. Angelisa sighed deeply, and shook her head. ‘‘Alas! you are mistaken,
Bridget,” she answered—*‘ I am forbidden by my uncle to think of him with
any utber sentiment than that of friendship.”

“ Qraccount of his heing a smuggler, I suppose Misy?"” remarked Bnd‘e;
~—*¢ your uncle could not have any other objeetion.”

*“ What his reasons for so perempterily farbidding our love are, I am ata
loss to conceive ; but of this I am certain, that he is determined, and, there.
fore, that I have ne hope.—He has told me to forget him; put can 1 think of
the mapy services he bas rendered me—can 1 dwell upon the many nqb]e
qnalities with which his mind is endowed, apd obey 2—Oh, never! In spite of
everything, under what ever circumstances, Hygh Clifford must ever occupy
a place in my heart.”

*1¢is wery bard that circuuuncu should thus oceur to interrupt ymll'
bappiness, and to crush your hopes,’”said Bridget, is a tone of pity; “* but
let us hope that things may mot furn out so bad as you apprehgnd—that somye-
thisg may abortly take place to restore you and Mr. Clifford te liberty, and
that yqur nncle wilj no lenger oppose your union,”

Angelioa made me answey, but the expression of her countepance l)iewod
how little ghe partook of the hopes of Bridget. Our heloige then more par.
ticylarly related to her what had happened to her since they had last met; and
stated what De Morton bad said regarding Hugh Clifford—that he had com
mitted crimes which rendered him dmenable {o the severest pgnalty of the.law,
and that it was in his power tg consign him to tbat pupishment.

1 will never believe it,”’ said Bridget.—* I will not believe that Mr. Clif.
ford could ever have done anything te place him in danger of such a penalty.
True, we know that he is transgressing against the laws, and that he is liable
to punishment by fine and imprisonment, but anything more severe, he canaat
have incurred ; for I know he would not harm a fellow being for the world.
Itis merely a fahrication of the baron’s ta frighten’ yoa, and to induce you to
purchase the freedom of Mr. Clifford, by yielding & compliagce with bis wishes.”

‘“That is precisely the opinion I had formed,” said Angelina; *but I will
Put my trust in the Supreme Being, who will not fail to frustrate the plans
of the guilty, and to brisg about the consummation of our wishes.” -

Bridget felt pleased to hear her make use of these observations, and en-
couraged her in those hepes, by every argument it was in her power to make
use of. Apgelina had received a brief detail of the sufferings of Bridget, and
the terrible mistake made by Rufus, which had so nearly cest her her life;
but, netwithstandiog this, she was anxious to receive the account from her own
lips, and, therefore, requested that Bridget would relats it to her.
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<« would much rather not say anything more abbut it,” Bridget,
®but endeavosr to forget it; however, as youn request it, Iiw 2
You.may also feel a curiosity to know by what means I became ti.‘ fa

man like Rufus. and I will, therefore, if you please, relaté it.”

Angelina haviog expressed her anxiety to hear these p.rucnlln. B
lated them in the following words:—

¢¢ My troubles, I may say, Mim, began at a very early pﬁod, and “
can imagine what I bave endared since. But yet was it a-punisharent §ée
for one act of indiscretion and disobedience to the will of my parents, of wifich
1 have ever since repented. My parents brought me up with the atmost ‘at-
sntion, and bestowed upon me all the care which the greatest affection could
seggest. In fao!, I was their favorite child, There was a youth in the same
viliage in which I was born, named Gilbert Merton, who had been ond of my
play-fellows in childhood, and betweeon him anil me a passion speieg wp, 23
sincere as frwuasewdity-and we hid no reason to suppose that our parents
would raise any objection to our paying oar addresses to one anotber, as Gil.
bert’s character was irrepreachable—his circumstances in life were thé same
as my owg—his parents had ever been on the most intimate terms with mine,
and my father and mother-always evinced a marked respect for the yourg man.
He was always heartily welcomed to our house, and llle attentions he paid to
me were never noticed by my parents, aithough we could net but belleve that
they were aware of the love which we entertained for each other, and were
inclined to encourage it. ‘But we were doomed to be disappointed.' Hitherto
we bad only to one another confessed the affection which inbabited our
bosoms 3 indeed, so perfectly did we imagine that our parents understeod it,
that it was unnecessary to say anything to them about it. It was shortly
after the period I have just mentioned, that Rafus and bis friends arrivéd in
the village, after having been abseat from it for several years. My parents,
and those of Rifus, had always been particular friends, owing to some service
which, I believe, the father of Rufus bhad formerly rendered my father, and
the intimacy was renewed en their coming back to the village, with avidity,
They wers, in fact, at the house of my parents, or we were at thefrs, at overy
possible opportunity.

¢ Rufus was at that time in the service of the Baron de Morton, who then
bestowed particular marks of favour upon him. He had always looked upon
me with eyes of admiration, much to my annoyance; for I had never been
able to feel for him any other sentiment Jhan that of abhorrence: and 1 was
very much vexed and disgusted when I found tbat the number of years we had
not seen each other, had made no difference, unless it was to add to bis bold-
ness, and to rerder him ten times more repugnant io my eyes. Bat what mote
surprised and perplexed me was, that my parents appeared to mark the atten-
tions be paid me, with satisfaction, and to be pleuod when be paid me any

particular compliment, or little galtantry,

¢ Gilbert beheld him with eyes of jealousy; and it was only confidence in
my fidelity, which prevented him from immediately seeking an explanation ;
however, his conduct at last became so bold, that Gilbert resolved he wouid
not remain in suspense any fonger, but that he would at once throw himself
at the feet of my father, and solicit of him my hand. This he did, and the
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resnit was, a cold, but firm denial, and a hint to the effect, that the “less he
visited the house the more agreeable it would be to him. Poor Gilbert was
distracted : he remenstrated with, and implered my father to relent, but it
was all te no purpose, althoogh he could not give any reason for his refusal,
nor express any other seatimeut than the warmest admiration of bis character.
Bat Gilbert guessed the real cause, and in a state of almost ungovernable rage
and sorrow, he quitted the house, and sought me out to tell me the result of his
interview with my father,

*“ T need not describe my feelings ; you can, I know, Miss, well imagine and
appreciate them, I could scarcely believe my ears, and yet, from what I
Rad noticed in the conduct of my parents lately, had fully prepared me for
such a result. Iflew to my father—I threw myself on my knees before him,
and with tearful eyes implored him to recal his words; but he was deaf to
my supplications, and, moreover, not only commanded me to forget Gilbert,
but also to look upon Rufus as my intended husband, as he was the man
he had fixed upon, and his mind being fully made up, nothing eould alter his
determination.

““ My anguish upon receiving these peremptory and determined injnnc\ﬁons,
may be easily imagined by those who have experienced the pangs of disap-
pointed love. I reproached my father for what 1 could not help thinking
cruelty, and appealed to my motlier ; although she was likewise.in favor of
Rufus, yet she sympathised with my distresses, and promised me to endeavour
to persuade my father to alter his resolution, and rather sacrifice his own

No.28 ,
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wishes, thas render me miserable for ever. She did as she mid she wou)d, yad
mest eurnestly do 1 firmly believe she pleaded my cause, but all her efforts
were ineffectual. He could ses no fault in Rufus, and attributed wmy objec-
ton to him to mere caprice, and from a waat of a kuowledge of the warld.

He said that his mind was made up, and that any futuie attempt to move .

his from his purpese, would bave ne other effcct than that of making him
hasten the anion which seethed to be so repugnant to my feellngs.

« 1 was districted, and was quite at a luss to acconnt for the bebavionr
of my father, who Liad éver before this evinced the most uubounded affection
towards me, and had appeared to make it bis constant study to comribate to
my bappisess, But certain it is, (bat bis resolute vpposition to Wy wises,
only rendered Rufus more hateful to me, and less tareful of obeying the
mandates of that parent, whose slightest word 1 bad previously been used to
consider as a law.

*The agitation into which this eveni threw me, caused me to becowe
seriously ill, and in the meaniime, my father took the opportunity of intimating
to Qilbert that ke could no longer be received at the house. The sufferings of
the poor youth, who 1 knew sincerely loved me, it would be no dificult matier
to imagine s abd this he conirived te let me kaow, in spite of the caution used
by my father, by means of a letier. li proporiion as my father’s oppositien
to our passivn increased, so did our love for one another; and I was determined
thit I woald sooner die than make & sacrifice of my hand, when my heart could
mot accompany it.

¢ Rufus knew well how te play the hypocrite, and that is the only means I
can imagine, by which he contrived to insinuate himself so firmly into the good
opinion of wy father. He behaved to me with the groatest apparent affection,
dnd seemed to sympathise with me add Gilbert; but yet, be said that the
passion which inkiabited bis vwn besent was too powerful to allow him te re-

lidquish iy bdnd. But he could not deceive me; and 1, thorefore, viewed

him with that contempt and abhorreace which he merited, and wheaever he
was hi my preseace, ny heart foit a certais dread, which 1 tried, but ia vale,
to sonqier.

¢ Rufus wasat this time the servant and confidant of the Bnron de Mortou,
#ind report spoke in no very favorable terms of their connectien, which
natirally incrédsed the dislike k felt towards him ; added to which, in spite of
the mask which he assumed, I could plainly perceive that he exulted in his
triudiphi, and erjoyed the safferings of myseif and Gilbert.

¢ 1 was o8 ill; that fof some h’s 1 was confined to my bed, which, in ﬁct,
was & telief (o méy for whea 1 was about, Rufus almost eonstantly intruded bis
sdciety ufion mio, and anhoyed and insulted nry ears with his detesiable passiod.
Yot itey blanie me, Mies, for thus speaking of one who is now my hushand,

. but when you hear the further particulars of my history, you will not be
fitlined to wender dt these expressions.

4 At length my feelings beeame somewhat more tranguillized, and I was
énubled 6 lave my ehamber. My father betraved with kindness towards me—
dxjiosfalated with me ufion the folly of my seeking to oppese the pians he had

- forted for viy. future settloment, and in doing which, he had my happireis so
‘Cloety at Deadty pm ont to me the incompemwiicy ef Gilbert to kéop a wik,
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atid the advantages that were offered to me in an union with Rufus, whe, inv
dependent of the sitoation he had with the Baron de Morton, had property of
his own, and he was certain would make it his constant study to do all that
was io bis power to render me happy, for that he loved me, and with &
passion ardent as it was sincere, he had not the least doubt, Ne also warmly
culogised his character to the utmest, and any one to bave heard him would
have thought Rufss was a perfect parsgon of all that is amiable, virtuons,
and affectionate. But I was not te be deluded s—I had well read his real
cKaracter, which any observing person might quickly do, and I knew him to
be 2 villain—one with whom my days would be passed in perpetual sorrow,
Alas! how fatally have these prognostications been verified—how powerful
have been my sufferings since it has been my wretched fate to be his wife.

“ X made no giher answer to the words of my fatber, than by supplicating
him for the present to spare my feelings, and seeing the very precarious
situation in which, by illoess, I was placed, he did as I desired, and de-
sisted,

‘ By the same means which Gilbert and me had managed to commaunicate
with each other since he had been ordered not to visit the house, we contrived
to do 50, now I was able to quit my chamber ; and this, indeed, was » blessing,
if it only afferded us the opportunity of pouring our sorrows into each
other’s bosoms, without any prospect of our ever being able to avert the fate
which seemed to be impending over us. . ’

“ As 1he time appreached which my father had fixed upon for the ynion of
me and Rufus, qur unhappiaess increased, and Gilbert reproached the cruel
conduct of my father in no very measured terms, and I could not but re-
ciprocate his sentiments. It was now two mouths since we had met, and, of
course, I uged not tell you, Miss, how anzious we were once mare to bebold
each other. Gilbert had frequently, in the letters which he had sent to me,
urged me to contrive to meet him, and I was eager to comply with his request,
but hitherto I bad had no opportunity, in such restraint was I held by my
fatber, and so perpetually was I annoyed by the presence of Rufus, Atlength,
however, fortune did smile upon us:—my father was called away a few wiles
in the country, om particular business, and Rufus was compelled to attend his
master on an excursion for a few days, so that [ was thus left with no one but
my mother, to whom iny father left strict injunctions to watch closely after me ;
but he bad no suspicion that Gilbert would attempt to come nigh the house, as
it was so long since he bad done so, and, ignorant of the correspondence which
had been guing on between us, he, doubtless, imagined that Gilbert had given
up all thoughts of me, and fixed his affections on some other female. I, there-
fore, ninde my lover acquainted with these eircumstances the day before, apd
appointed a place, where 1 was resolved, by some meags or the other, to
contrive to meet him on the subsequent day.

¢ The morning arrived, and my father departed; which T never bebeld with
such feelings of satisfaction in my life before. I bad previpusly devised the
means of getting away from the house, and I did pot suffer many- minutes to
elapse before | made the attempt. My mother was busily occupied with her
domestic affairs, and I requested that she would permit me to walk in the
adjacent fields for a while, as it was a beautiful morning, and latterly I had

~
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been kept completely in doors, whereas the delicate state of my he.lm much
required such a recreation to restore me to convalescence.

¢ My mother was not at all suspicieus of the truth, and readily assenteds
requesting, however, that I would not walk too far, in, case I should be over-
come by fatigue, and lay myself up again,

¢«Thig I promised to obey, and joyfully set forth, filled with expectation
and anxiety. I soon reached the place where I had appointed to meet Gilbert,
and found him already there, We rushed into each other’s arms with a cry of
frantic delight, and our meeting was of that extatic description, which lan-
guage would fall short of in pourtraying. For some moments we were de-
prived of the power of speech, and could only mingle our tears of joy with
each other.

““You may, probably, consider, Miss, that I acted imprudently, in thus
making a secret assignation with a man, when my father had refused to en-
courage him ; but when the impetuosity of my love is considered, and the unjust
opposition which my father made to my union with the object of my choices,
and who was every way deserving of me, I am confident that you will ex-
cuse me, ' ,

« X will not repeat all that passed at this brief interview—all the tender
things we uttered—the mutual vows of constancy which we pledged to each
other, and the resolution we formed to try, by every means we could suggest,
to avert the union we dreaded ;—for were I to do so, I sheuld become tedious:
suffice it to say, that before we parted, Gitbert had so far conquered my ob-
Jections to do anything contrary to the wishes of my father, and had used such
powerful arguments to prove that he was exercising an undue authority , that
I yielded an assent to elope with him on the following evening, agreeing to be-
come secretly married to him, and thus crushing at once the designs of Rufas.
We arranged everything in a short time, Gilbert had saved a small sum of
money, and it was, therefore, agreed that he should bave a vehicle ia rea-
diness, at a short distance from the residence of my parents, in which he was
to convey me to % female friend, with whom I might stay until the ceremony
could be settled on the following morning. Having thus concocted our plans,
dusk the next evening was the time agreed upon for us to meet; and filled
with impatience for it to arrive, and reiterating our vows of constancy, we
parted.

*¢ Tt was with the utmost difficulty I could conceal the agitation under which
1 suffered, on my return home, from my mother. It sincerely grieved me to
have to quit her roof for even a short time, and for her sake I hoped that all
would turn out for the best, and that ultimately everything would be amicably
arranged to the satisfaction of all parties. I made an excuse to retire to my
chamber early, but I had but little rest that night. My time was fully occu-
pied in getting together such little necessaries as I might want for my use,and
in writing letters to my father and mother, in which I begged them to forgive
me for the clandestine manner in which the power of my-love, and the oppo-
sition of my father had urged me to leave them, and to give my band to the
“only man who ever had, or could pessess my affections, and expressed a hope
that they would receive us as their children.

% The next day appeared intolerably long to me, and my mind was violently
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-agitated with deubt, fear, and anxiety, lest my schemes should be frustrated
At length, however, evening set in ; I had been for about an hour in my own
roam, baving complained of headache, and having listened to hear if all was
still below, I implored the protection of Providence, placed the letters on the
table, and with cautioas steps descended the stairs, and left the house by the
back-way, and hurriedly crossing the Jitile garden, safely gained the fields be-
yond. I ran on with breathless baste, every now and then looking fearfully
back to see whether I was pursued, and in a short time afterwards I reached
the spot where me and Gilbert bad agreed to meet.

““ The pale moon was just riding in the heavens, and by-the light which she
shed upen the earth, I could distinguish the shadow of a form moving in
the distance, and near the spot where we had appointed to meet. ¢ This must
be Gilbert,’ 1 ejaculated, andimy heart beat bigh with expectation, and I
quickened my pace. I came up to the figure I had seen; it was mufiled
Up in a mantle, such as I had seen my lover wear, and his face was partially
covered with the same.' The figure was the same—it was, it must be he for
whom I was hazarding so much. I rushed into his arms, and he pressed
me rapturously to bis heart. ¢ Gilbert, dear, dear Gilbert,’ I exclaimed.

*“¢ Hush, my love,” he whispered, in tones so low that I could scarcely
bear them, ¢be silent here, we have not a moment to lose ; come, come, let
us away.’

 He took my arm, and led me hastily from the spot, and I did not offer to
say another syllable, but my agitation was extreme, so’great, that I had
great difficulty in sustaining myself, and I felt that I was doing wrong,
and repented that I bad consented to leave my home in such a clandes.
tine manner; my heart reproached me for my ingratitude to my parents. I
also felt that Gilbert had not done as he ought to have done, in persuading
me to elope with him.

“¢Oh! Gilbert,’ I cried, as we approached the vehicle, which was to con-
vey us away, ¢ suffer me to return home; I cannot abandon my parents thus.
Lwas to blame, very much to blame, to give my assent to this sinful step.
Let me return, and we will put our trust in Providence, who will, doubtless,
yet cause us to be united.

** To these solicitations, however, my lover made no reply; but hurried me
towards the vehicle, into which he assisted me, I being at che time almost un-
conscious of what was passing around me, and having followed himself, it
drove off with the greatest rapidity, and we were soon far away from the
neighbourhood in which I had been boro, and where I had passed so many
happy years of my youth.

‘¢ Dear Gilbert," 1 ejaculated, ‘alas! why did you not accede to my
wishes, and suffer me to return home; my parents will never forgive me for
having thus acted.’

“A loud and coarse laugh was the only answer I received to this. I
started, and my beart sunk within me.

“‘Good God !’ I exclaimed, ¢ who is it with me? It canmot, it is not
Gilbert I’ ° d

“*No, proud, scornful girl, it is not he with whom you thought to elopes
itisnot the base knave who would have seduced you to ruin, and brought
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misery upon your parents, but your affianced husband—the ‘man whon you
bave treated with such scorn and hatred, in splte of his affectionate attentions
to you, and the claim be has upon your heart and haad. Look up, and behold
yourself in the company of Rufus Baynard |’

¢ The wretch had uncovered his face as he speke, and the moon shining in
at the window of the coach, I recognised bis features, now rendered more
revolting to me than ever, by the expression of mingled rage and exultation
which characterised them. Overcome with the pewer of my feelings, I uttered
a loud scream and fainted.

“ When 1 recovered my senses, I found myself in my own chamber, and my
motber standing enxiously by my bed-side. She looked at me with mingled
feeliogs of pity and reproach, but I could not bear to encounter ker gaze,
and averting my face, covered it witk the bed-clothes, and burst mto a flood
of tears.

$¢¢ Nay, my poor child,’ said my mother, ¢ do not weep; you have acted
wrong, but I will not reproach you. Compose yourself, and endeavour to re-
concile your thoughts to ——"’ -

““Toe Rufus! oh, never!’ I cried vehemently‘ rather let wme di¢ than be
sdgrificed to a being I so thoroughly detest.’

¢¢+ Disobedient girl I’ ejaculated ry father, (who at lhat moment entered the
room,) in a stern voice, ‘ disobedient girl! are you still resolved to bé ob-
stinate ? Was it not enough that you should assent to abanden your home
and your parents, to fly with one who could mever have sincerely 1oved you,
or he would net bave persuaded you to am act which must bave iade you
miserable for ever after, hut that you must still further add to your crime by
gontinuing to oppose my will, instead of craving my forgiveness, and making
all the reparation in your power, by immediately yielding your willing assent
- to my wishes ?’

¢¢Oh| my father, I yobbed, ¢ pray pardon me if I am acting otherwise
tham as a davghter ought to do; but I canoot, dare mot thisk of becoming
the wife of Rufus Baynard, without a shudder ¢f horror,” ..

¢“‘ Why not ?’ demanded my fatber, sternly,

¢ ¢ Because I cannot love him,’ I replied. ¢ Oh, my fatber, there is ssme-
thing ahout that man which makes me view him with horror; but to think
upon him in the character of a husband—oh! I dare mot.’

‘¢ Bah!’ ejaculated my father, iv a tone of resentment, ‘let me hear no
mare of this nonsénses Rufus is a worthy, industrious, thrifty lad, and likely
to da well in the world;—he is good-looking withal. I kesow he loves you,
and, therefore, I canno! see what objection you ought to bave to him, and to
fix all your thoughts and affections upon that ucapegtaee, Gilbert Merton,
whose recent conduct sbews that he is unworthy of yeu.’

« ¢ Gilbert Merton unworthy of me 2’ I uttered, and I felt my cheeks glow
with ipdignation as I spoke, ¢ father, you wron‘ him, indeed youn do; Glibert
is good, is —’

. “““Psha !’ hastily interrupted my father, ¢ no more of {tis fulsome nonsense 3
1 am not going to listen to a longeharangue upon the merits of the map,
who would have seduced you from your duty, and probably baye hrought
yoy to destrustions He ball pever be yours; lot that suffice; my mind is
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thoreughly made up, ‘and in & week prepare te bécome the wife of Rufus
Baynard I'—

‘¢ He quitted the room as he uttered these words, and imy mother who bad
stood silently by all the time this brief dialogue was going on, endeavovred
to calm the violence of my grief, but I was completély incomsolable. What-
ever could have made my father po cruel?—he whe had previous to this,
ever been o0 kind aad indulgeat to me, I could not form the slightest con-
jecture as to the cause; but 10 become the wife of Rufus, I could mot beatr
to thiok upon without the utmost feelings of disgust and horror.

< I did not leave my chamber the whole of that day and the néxt, for I felt,
really, too ill, and during that time my miother was almost constaatly with me;
and did ber utmost to endeavour to compose nie, aad reconcile my mind to that
circamstance which she said she was convinced my father was deteimined
should ‘take place. From her I learned that my fathér had had an interview
with Gilbert atter he was made acquainted by Rufus of our intendéd élope-
ments but what had takea place between them sae could not inform me,
although be had told her that ¢ he thougbt he had put a stop to the annojahce
of Gilbert for the future, and that he did not think there was much fear of
anything occurring to prevent my becoming thie wife of Rufus Baynard.

“(a the evening when me and Gilbert met by appointment, Rufus whé
bappened to be passing by the spet where we were seated; had observed ts,
and concealing himself behind some trees, bverbeard the whole of the conver-
sation whith passed between us, and he thus was emabled to thwar( the stras
tagem we had formed in the manner 1 have described. 1 have ofter wondered
since, bow be could restrdin his rage sufficiently to prevent him from seéking
& deadly vengeance upon his rival either at that tinie or at some future period 3
but he did hot, and I have seen bim sevetal times since my ushappy msrriages
and although 1 always endéavoured to avdid him, and have bever etverdd into
conyersation, I could see from his paliid choek, and sinkeu eye, that the can-
kerworm of care was preying upon his heirt! Alas! I can judge of his suffer~
ings from what my own have besn:; Bat 1 ani becoming tedious, 1 fear.

"¢ § will not attempt te describé to yda what I endired the few dayi only
" that idtervened between me ind future misery ; my father remained imexore
able 3 I was forced to the aitar, and became the wife of Rifus Baynard, a tiad
from whow I have ezpeiicnced the treatment of a biute. For several weeks,
1 was scarcely conscions of what was passing IN}IIM me; &nd in my moméuts
of sendibility, when the recoilection tliat tiy fate was sealed, rashed upon my
memery, | prayed to heaven that I might not sarvive, to undergd tht troua
bles which my mind foreboded were in stofe fof me. 1 must, however, do my
busband the justice to say, that he behaved to me with great Kindiess duritg
this period, and paid me the utmost attention; but he was &9 abhorrent to mg
feelings that I shaddered wlicnever he appreached me.

¢¢ Ing faw weeks the véhemence of my grief was it some meéastire abdted,
and I endedvour:d to meet by fate with resigmation, sigce I kdew it wak
gealed past racall. My sorrow had subgided iuto a calmed, but settled melan-
choly, and | endeavuured to perform the daties of a wife in such a manne
as my conscience could approve of. I succceded in a way which bas oftet
since surpriged me to think upon. I endeavoured to forget Giibért, since he
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could never be mine, and by dwelling upon him, my pamsion might inerease
to that ungovernable degree, that 1 might be tempted to swerve from my @uty;
ard to my hasband I bebaved in such a manner as could not leave him or my
pareunts cause to reproach we.

¢ T waa still living with my parents, and Rufus—the Baron de Morton heing
at that time in London—was constantly with me, and he behaved to me with
respect and kindness. However, in a few weeks, a letter arrived from the
Baron, ordering Rufus to join him immediately in London, as it was uncertain
how long he might remain there ; and offering at the same time to take me
into his service, so that my husband and me might be together. I need not
say that Rafus gladly accepted of the offer ; but the state of my mind, at the
bare idea of my being separated from my parents, and being left to the entire
control of my husband, whom in my heart I dreaded, may be imagined without
much dificulty. But, what excuse could I offer for wishing to remain be-
hind 2—No, I dare not raise any objection; and I could see from the dark

looks, and contracted brow of Rofus, that the grief 1 evinced at the thoughts
of being about to leave home, canod a strong feeling of resentment in his
mind.

* I will pass over the separation, which, as you may suppose, was an affect-
isg ove. On the way to London, I did not notice much change in the conduct
of my husband. He bebaved, in fact, occasionally with even more kindness
than he had hitherto done, and endeavoured to reanimate my spirits; and,
fearful of arousing his anger, I made a powerfnl effort to suppress the violence
of my grief.

“ We arrived in London, and here too“scon did Rufus alter his bebaviour
towards me, and appeared in his true character—treating me more like a
slave than a wife; and, indeed, without the least provocation, using me with
the utmost brutality. He was continually upbraiding me for the preference
1 had given to Gilbert Merton, and he seemed resolved to gratify his revenge
by Incessantly tormenting me. This persecution was not confined to words
alone, but more than once he strack me in the most savage manner 3 in fact,
my life soon became almost unendurable. I did mot complain to my parents,
for 1 wished net to make them unhappy, and I knew how truly wretched my
father would be to hear of my sufferings, and to know that it was he who bad
consigned me to them, No, I kept my sorrows confined te my own breast,
and prayed to heaven to give me fortitude te support them.

4 The Baron de Morton filled me with disgust and dread the first time I
had beheld him, and there were strange rumours afloat concerning him, which
eaused him to be looked upon by his tenants and dependants, with terror, in-
stead of esteem. These reports I will not repeat here, Miss, for, doubtiess,
you have heard them ; bat I strongly |nspoct that they are too well founded.
And my husband was his confidant at this time, his myrmidon, his createre,
ready to do his bidding, and had been his aceomplice, it was said, in all-the
nefarious transactions that were attributed to him. How dreadful were the
pangs that racked my brain when I thought of this! and to this man was 1
united by the indissoluble boads of matrimony. It was dreadful to reflect
upon, and I shrunk from it with a shudder. ‘

«. ' K had only been married to Rufus a year, before I loat both my pareats,
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and [ was left ehlirely to the mercy of my husband, whose cruelty increased
every days; but I was fated to endure much more. Howsver, I was for
several years released from his society altogether; the baron went on the
continent, and Rufus accompanied him, but for some reasons which they did
net state, I was left behind, and was sent as a domestic to this Tower. )

¢ Need I tell you how rejoiced I was at this providential ecircumstance ?
~—From what a weight of care was I released !—It was like entering into
heaven, and I felt quite a new being. My spirits were gradually restored to
me, and my health, which bad suffered much from the constant ill-treatment
1 received, speedily became recruited. How often did I pray that we might
never meet again. We but seldom corresponded, and when he did write to
me, the tone of his letters was all that I might have expected from the
treatment I bad experienced from him.

¢ Years had passed away in this manner, and still they did not retarn to
England, and as I had-not received a letter from him for some time, I began
to think that my husband was no more, but he still lived to be the cause of
fature misery to me. You recollect, Miss, Qte return of the Baron de Morton,
therefore I will pass over that and the subsequent events, and come at once
to that dreadful night when you escaped from this Tower, and I nearly fell
beneath the dagger of my husband.

¢ When I recovered my senses,” resumed Bridget, * on the night upon
which the wouad had been iaflicted by my husband, I fouand myself stretched

Upon a rude pallet, in a small, dismal-looking room, .and the disagreeable
No. “ .
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old woman who lately attended you, sitting by my side, My wound was very
painful, but I soon asceriained that it was not dangerous,

¢ Where am I’ I exclaimed, trying to raise myself in the bed, and for-
getting what had taken place, ¢ where am I, aod for what am I brought
hither

¢ ¢That you will soon learn,’ answered Deborah, ¢{f your memory is so
imperfect: I can only say ihat you ought to be very thankful to your husband
and my lord, that they have spared your life !’

¢The whole trath flashed upon my recollection in a moment.

s Ab!’ § oried eagerly, ¢ has she escaped *

¢ ¢ Oh, then,’ said Dcborah, and a sardonic grin passed over her ugly
features, ¢ then you do acknowledge that it was you who amisted her to
escape 1* )

¢ ¢ ] do,’ replied I, fearlessly, ¢and I trust to Heaven that she has net been
folled.’ *

¢ Very pretty, very pretty, indeed,’ observed Deborah, ¢ so then youd not
only acknowledge your offence, but actually exult in the perpetration of it 2’

¢ €1 do rejoice to think,’ I returned, ¢(hat the designs of the guilty have
been frustrated, and that 1 bhave been the lucky instrument in the hands of
Providence, to accomplish that task, and to restore that much wronged,
and persecuted female to the liberty of which she ought never to have becn
deprived.’

¢ Well, I never beard sach boldaess and efirontery in my life,” ejaculated
the old woman, turning up her eyes in apparent astonishment and incredulity.

¢ ¢ And what have those who are conscious of having only done their duty
$o a suffering fellow-creature to fear * I demanded. )

¢ ¢ It strikes me very forcibly, that you will ind you bave more cause for
fear than you seem to imagines;’ returced Deborah ; ¢ a whelesome punish-
ment will prevent you playing 'such tricks again, and break that obstinate, stub-
bora temper you possess ; and were I in your husband’s or the baron’s place,
1 would take good care that you should not escape it.’

¢ I turned from the hateful old woman with disgust, I could scarcely helleve
she was ore of my own sex. [ must confess though, that I could not think
upon my situation without a sensation of the deepest horrgr, notwithstanding I
affected such indifference and courage, Too ofien had I experienced the terrors
of my husband’s vengeance, not to feel assured, that in the present instance
there would scarcely be any bounds to the extent of crueity to which he
would not hesitate to proceed, more especially as he wonid be urged on to It
by the baron, whose rage at your escape 1 anticipated would be of the most
violent deseription. . Indeed, when I came to reflect apon it, 1 expected
nothing less than death ; and I would have preferred it to the dreadful state
of lingering agony to which I was doomed. One circumstance, however,
brought temporary relief to my mind, and that was, 1 ascertdined from,
Deborab that neither Rufus nor the baron were at present in the tower, and it
was uncertain when they would return, as they had left the place almost tme
mediately after your Bight was discovered, and had, doabiless, gone in pursuit
of you.

“ The place in which X was confined was a very miserable room, the



THE MYSTERY OF ST, MARK’S ABBEY. 182

walls wers dsmp, and it was evident that it had not been inhabited for
soge time, Old Deborah did not stay with wme any longer at each time than
to apply such remedies to the wound as her knewledge of surgery suggested 3
and I was left &lone, the door being securely locked, barred, and bolted upon
me. I was too weak to be able to tise off my pallet, which was very bard,
apd my bones were sore with lying.

“ The patare of my theughts in this dismal place may be imagived. That
I should never leave there alive was my firm belief, and I endeavoured to
prepare myself for the worst. I dreaded the retura of Rufusand the baren,
and { could not think upon it without the utmost horror.

¢ A fortnight passed away in this manuer, and my husband aud the baron
still remained away from the tower. Deborah was more skilful than | bad
given ber credit for at first, and my wound bad nearly healed, and I was
epabled to walk about the narrow confines of my prison. At length, however,
the dreadful moment arrived—Deborah had been absent from me the whole
of the day, when, suddenly, I heard the bolts beidg withdrawn, and the key
tarning in the lock. My beart sunk with a fearful foreboding in a minute,
and it was very soon verified; the door was threwn back on its hinges, and
Rufusand the baron rusked into the place, their counterances exhibitiog the
utmost tury. Overcome with my terrors, I threw myself on my koees, and,
claspiog my hands, I gnsed up with supplicating looks at those whuse ven«
geance I expected to feel.

« ¢ Wretch ! traitress I’ cried Rufus, fereciously, and « spurning me from
him, ¢ dare you expect any mercy from me ? If you can, what must be your
expectations as regards my lord the baren ¥’

«¢ Aye!’ cried De Morton, fiercely, ‘ what clemency can you expect from
me, woman? Have you not shamefully betrayed the trust reposed in you?
Did you not assist Angelina to escape 2—It is useless to deny it {—Every
circamstance connected with that accursed event confirms it

¢ ¢ Do you deny your crime ?’ demanded Rufus, in a savage tone.

« I made no answer, for | could not. ’

s¢ ¢ Ah'Y you acknowledge it then,’ said my husband, yoa acknnwledge tbat
it is by your means the girl escaped, and severely shall you suffer for it.’

« ¢ And was there any crime in assisting a fellow creature, and one of my
own sex, in effecting her escape from that imprisonment in which she was so
unjustly held ?* demanded T, with more firmness ; .¢ was it a erime to save an
janocent person from that state of suffering to which she avas so cruelly sabe-
jected ;—nay. more, from mur——"

¢ < Ah wretch! dare you ?’ cried Rufus, before I could finish the sentence,
and raising bis hand, he seemed about to strike me to the earth had not the
baron arrested his aim. . -

¢ ¢ Nay, we bave anether punishment in store for ber,’ said the Baron de
Morton, * far more severe than that you would now inflict. Away with her
to one of the dungeons under the tower, and there let ber linger out her day®
in such misery, that death would be considered a blessing! Away with ber,
‘Refas; recollect it is my will, and if you disobey me, it will be wore
for you.’

« At the mention of the dungeons uader the tower, ¥ shrieked aloud with
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terror, Horrible were the stories ¥ had heard related of them, and in wpite
of all the firmuess ¥ bad at first assumed, it now vanished and gave plate
to feelings of the utmost consternation. L

“¢Oh! for the love of heaven, spare me! save me!’ I screamed—* you
camnot, you surely will mot consign me to so horrible a fate. Rufus,am I not
your wife >—Has every spark of feeling or humanity become extinguhhid ‘in
your bosom ?—Rather kill me, at once, put an end to my existence. than
doom me to & fate I cannot contgmplate without the most indenribgbie
terror 1? '

“ ¢ Away with her, I say,” commanded De Morton, ¢ heed not her eries!
Itis too late to repent now, and she richly merits all that she may have te
endure.’

.Once more in frenzied tones I shrieked for mercy ; but Rufus heeded me
not, and seizing me by the bair of my bead, he dragged me violently from
the room, and in spite of my piercing cries, conveyed me down the steps,
until we reached the dismal vaults benehth the tower, the bare sight of which
was sufficient to strike the beholder with the most unbounded feelings of
horror.  The dampness of the place struck a deadly chill to my heart the
moment we entered it; and the foul air gathered around the lamp which
Rufus carried in one hand, and nearly extinguished the light. )

¢¢ He stopped before the iron door of the dungeon in which you saw me, and

throwing it open, thrust me in, at the same time exclaiming,—

““¢This is your fature apartmenti—Here learn obedience to the will of
Yyour husband, and your master.” .

**Ohb, God I’ I cried, wringing my hands with distraction, ¢ ¢ you cannot
be the monster to leave me in this horrible place !—Oh, reflect, relent; and
rather plunge a knife in my heart, than consign me to a fate so terrible.’

““Yon plead in vain, woman,” said the baron, ¢there is your pallet,”
pointing to a heap of straw in one corner of the wretched cell, ¢ and I kope
you may enjoy a comfortable night’s repose.’

¢ As the baron thus spoke, an irvnical and demoniac grin overspread his
features ; and, beckoning to Rufus, they both hurried away, leaviag me .in
the dungeon without a light. With a phrenzied shriek I sunk upon the heap
of straw ; and, as their last foot falls sounded hollowly in my ears, I fainted
away,

“ What a shocking night of suffering would it have saved mo, bad I rs-
mained in that happy state of insensibility ; but it was not long, at least, so
far as T could judge, ere I was aroused to a full consciousmess of my sitnation.
The place was so dark, that I could not see the least thing in it, and so dread-
fully cold, with the damps that clung to the walls of the dungeon, that my
limbs shivered as though I was troubled with the agus, All areund was.as
still as death, save when the wind whistled along the subterranean passages,
and sounded like the agonised wailings of flends in puargatory. What a
terrible situation was I placed in, and how preferable did I imagine death
would have been to it. I was ready to dash my head against the flinty walls,
and end at once my misery ; but some inscrutable power seemed to withhold my
arm. -1 wrung my hands, and then groaned aloud with the power of my aa«
guish. Ithrew myself on my knees and prayed fervently to heaven te give
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we fortitnde to support my miseries. Then I crouched down in the corner of
the dungeon on my pallet of straw, and endeavoured to get some warmth inte
my shivering limbs, but in vain.

¢ I cannot describe all the horrors 1 endured on this, the first night of my
imcarceration in this frightful cell ;—sleep 1 had none. In the morni"\‘ (at
least, so I judged it to be, for it was always dark in that awful place), I
beard the door being opened, and Rufus entered, bearing in his hand a pitcher
of water and a small brown loaf, and having placed them before me, he
scowled frightfully upon me, and was about once more to quit the dungeon
when 1 again threw myself at his feet, and in piteous accents implored him
either to release me from my present confinement or end at once my sufferings
by death.

« He made no reply, but tearing himself away from my hold, spurned ‘me
from him, and ‘again left me in total darkness.

¢ T will not harrow up your feelings, Angelina, by detailing minutely all
the horrors I endured in that awful cell. They were almost past credit; and
it is wonderful that nature did not sink under them. On the night when you
first saw me, no one had visited me for two days; and I verily believe, it was
{beir intention to starve me to death, Tt is evident that 1 could not have
suryived many hours more. With what has since occurred to me, you are
thoroughly acquainted, and, therefore, there is no pecessity to repeat it

CHAPTER XXVIL

« And have you, then, endured all these dreadful sufferings for my sake ?”
said oar heroine, when Bridget bad finished her parrative. ‘¢ How shall I ever
be able te repay you 1—how sufficiently express the gratitude I feel towards
you? How few are there in the world who would have done as much. for a
fellow-creature, and one who is almost a stranger to you ”

« Oh, Miss,” replied Bridget, « do not mention it; it is over now3 and the
enly thought which sustained me under sufferings that were enough to shake
much stouter frames than mine, was the conviction that I had done my duty, -
and had, probably, saved ome of my OWn sex from a fate, which, to the lover of
*virtae, would be far more dreadful than death. What I principally regret is,
{he unfortunate citcumstance which has agaio placed you in the power of the
Baron de Morton.”

_ s Itisan unfortunate citcumsunce,”nid Angelina; ¢ but now that you are
my companien, dear Bridget, I shall be released from half the misery 1 before
suffered. 1 bope, oo, {hat something will ere long transpire to defeat the evil-
purposes of the barog, and to restore me again to liberty.”

« Heaven send that your predictions may be verified, Miss,” ejaculated
Bridget, fervently. « It is a terrible job that Mr. Clifferd is also the
prisoner of the baron ; for were he at liberty, he would seon gontrive some
scheme to obtain your enlargement.”

s Alas! you speak but too traly, Bridget,” said Angelina, sighing deeply, 88

~
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she reflected upon the misery Hugh Clifford was very likely enduring: ‘and
when I think of that circumstance, my heart again sinks with despeir. Buty
why do you look so earnestly at me, Bridget ?”

Bridgej bad becn for the last fow minutes lookiag most steadfantly in the
coyntenance of our heroine, and then she would remove ker gaze from ber, and
fix it on the portrait which had so deeply interested Angelina.

¢ Pardon me, Miss,” she ebserved, in answer to the interrogatory ibat had

been put to her by Angeline ; “ but I cannot help noticing the extraordisary- )
likeness there is between you and the portrait. Any person, I’m sure, might

take it for the likeness of your sister.—Do you not thiok so 3"’

Angelina felt a strange and indefinite feeling come over her, when Bridge
put this question to her, and she cauld not at first return any answer.

I cannot say that I bave observed this,” at length sho replied; ‘“but I
bave noticed a particular resemblance which it bears to——"" Angelina
could not finish the sentence; but she meant to bave said, the phastom
which she had seen in the vauits of St. Mark’s Abbey.—* I confess, Bridget,””
she captinued, * that the painting has much interested me :=—whom is it sup-
posed to represent P’ ,

“ Ah! Miss,” replied Bridget, * that portrait represents ome of whom I
have often heard my mother speak in the most unbounded terms of affcction,
and about whose fate there hangs a mystery, which, probably, time may
solve.”

¢ And who msy that be, dear Bridget?” inquired Angelina, eagerly.

“It is the portrait of Lady Ophelia de Morton,” answered Bridget; “a
1ady, no less famed for her beauty than her numerous virtues.”

“ Was she not the wife of Lord de Morton, the brother of the present
baron 2" asked Angelina, whese interest was greatly excited, and who was
curious to learn all the particulars she could.

It was: and much to the astonishment of every one, when her husband
died, she became the wife of his brother, a short time afterwards,” answered

" Bridget. *This was the more surprising, as the baron had slways been looked
upen by her, during the lifetime of his brother, with a repugnance amounting
to abhorrence; and, notwithstanding the many strange rumours that were pro-
pogated concerning the mysterious disappearance of Lord Algerdon, and the
subsequent discovery of bis death, but which was never properly explained.”

“ It is very strange—quite unaccountable,” observed Angelina.. ¢ And,
was not the lady in the famity way, at the time that she accepted the hand of
the baron ?*’

¢¢ She was ; and was soon afterwards delivered.”’

¢¢ And shortly afterwards died suddenly ;—was it not so ?°" asked our hereine.

" “True,” answered Bridgets * but there was much mystery attendant apon
her death, also; and I have often heard my poor mother say, with a shake
of the head, that she was afraid that she bad net come fairly to her end, It
is very clear, that some siuister means must have been adopted by the Baren
de Morton, to indace her to become his bride ; and it is nid, that he uged the
povr lady in a most cruel manner.”

¢ And what became of the child #” '

“16 wes ald to be cll-bore,” replled Beldgets @ but iy sy wyy gevwr
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Roown; asd there are éotre doubts as to whethet it was Bors alive ér nof.
However, it was never scen by any one. Aboat the shme time that this event
took place, there was brought to this Tower, one night, ia a most #ecret
manser, at midnight, & femdle, who was closely confined by the orders of the
Baron, aind 20 one suffered to hold any communication with her. My mother,
however, did once contrive to catch a glimpse at her, and from whit ihé
Mated, it appeared that the lady was extremely beautiful, tall, and griaceful 3

"and there could pot be any doubt that she was not of cemmon rank. Her
¢ountenadce was stumped with the deepest sorrow ; and she did not appédr
to be more than twenty-two years of dge. Soon after hier arrival and con.
finement in the Tower, the most melancholy, but beautiful straios of mausi¢
used to be nighitly heard to issue from that wiag of (he ancient fabric in which
she was kepta prisoner, accompanied by a voice of such sorrowful sweetaess,
that it moved every one to tears when they beard it. Suddenly, however, they
céased altogether; and it was soon made known, that ¢ The While Lady,’ (for
30 she was called) was no lenger confined in the Tower ; but when, or how
she was gone, and whither, was & secret which was not known to any of the
domestics ; and there were many fruitless conjectares fornmied upou the subject,
—none of them, you may be sure, much to the credit of the Baron de Morton,
who was frequently at the Tower during the time the White Lady waé confined
there.” '

¢ 1t is very strange, indeed,’” said Angelina;  but, was It never discovered
who aad what stie wai *

‘ Never?’ answered Bridget; ¢ although curiosity was much excited upoa
the subject—s0 much 8é, that it was etpected that d publie investigation into
the couduct of the baron would be demanded, by somé influéntial persons
whose intérest was excited by the singularity and mystery of tlhie circum-
stance.’” .

 And, why was the resolutids, whicl I thlnk was a véry preper ené, abian-
doned "

* That I know not, Miss,” returned Bridget; * bat it is said, that it very
suddently wis dropped, and little mere said about it afterwards,”

¢ And did it never transpire from whence the unfsrtunate lady cante, préviens
to her being brought to the Grey Tower ?” asked Angelina. .

¢ W hy, it is believed that she bad been for & short timé Befare confinéd in
Szint Mark’s Xbbeyj and it was from her being seen at tht vilndow of a
night, in lier robes of white, and the melancholy strains of music¢ that were con-
stuntly beard to issue from the Abbey Ruins that they were first reported (o
be launted.”

‘* Well, this is certainly a most singular narrative,’’ obsérved Angelina, who
bad listened most attentively to all that Bridget had related ;  but I am quite
at a loss to unravel the mystery :—heaven send that the bdron may not be
the guilty wretch that circumstances of a suspicious nature make him #éppear
to be ;- but I much feur me, he hag a deal to answer for ; and when.the day of
dlsclosure comes, which there; doubtless, will be, there will bé miady facts
brought to light that will strike terror into the breasts of those who beir them.”

¢ I am exactly of your opinion, Miss,” snid Bridget, * and &ll that I lopé fs,
that the guilty ntay be brought to that punishotent and disgrace Whickt theit foul

.
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crimes may desorve; and that the inmecent objects of their erneity asd
oppression may have ample justice done te them.”

< Amen |” ejaculated eur heroine, sincerely. ‘‘ But was Rufas in the service
of the baron at the time these mysterious events toek place?”

‘ He was,” replied Bridget ; *‘ and, indeed, the baron and he were seldem
apart. Rufus is several years older than me, and at that peried I was quits &
girl, and it was before.the fatal time that he pressed his sait with my fathor. I
bave beard the old domestics speak of him often ; and there was not ome but -
what viewed him with an eye of aversion and suspicion. Whatever the
crimes of the Baron de Morton may have been, depend upon it, that Rufus is
equally guilty.”

T fear that your surmises are but too just,” remarked Angelios; ‘‘ but
I hope Heaven will pardon bim, and bring him.to a sense of his guilt, induciog
bim to make all the atonement in his power, by unravelling those secrets that
are mow juvolved in such impenetrable mystery. . But, alas! left to tlle
mercy of the Baron de Morton, what have I not to dread 2”

Do not despair, Miss, I beg,” said Bridget; ¢ your liberation from his
power may be nearer at hand than you imagine. Bat, hark !—what noise is
that *

They both listened, and a strange, bustling noise from below sounded in their
ears,

* Something bhas h@ppened,” olnerved Bridget 3— ¢ there would bot be
such an uproar as that in the Tower, if something unusual had not occurred.
What can it be, I wonder ?—Abh ! some one is coming along the gallery.”

The heavy tread of some person in the gallery was distinctly heard, as
Bridget thus spoke ; and, whoever it was, they stopped at the door which
epened into the apartments they eccupied. The door was quickly epened,
and Rufus entered the room. At the sight of him, both Bridget and our heroine .
trembled and turned very pale, while the ruffian seemed to be_ia an un-
usnally surly disposition, and scewling frightfully upon them, said,—

¢ Put on your cloaks, and attend me directly.”

¢ What is the meaning of this 2" inquired our hereine, ia astonishment
¢ Are we going to leave the Tower '’

. “You are,” replied Rufas; * but ask no questions ;—be quick, or the pa-
tience of the baron will be exbausted.”

« It is getting late,” said Angelina, with some agitation depictedin her man-
ner; ‘‘and, for what reason are we going to leave here in so .brlpt a
manner }—It looks not well.”

¢ It may not,” said Rufus, with a malignant grin; * at any rate, it is the
baron’s will, and you will do well not to attempt to oppose it—Do you hear
me, woman " he added, turning fiercely to his wife, who had been toe much
taken by surprise, to offer to de as he commanded ;—** prepare yourself for a
voyage,”

¢ A voyage |” reiterated Angelina, her alarm increasing,

 Aye,” returned the ruffian,”—‘* but, once mere I tell.you to ask mo
questions, but to get ready to follow me, unless you would prefer going % you
are, which is quite immaterial to me.”

Findiog it would be perfectly useloss to remonstrate with, oc to question

.
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Rufus any more, Angelina and Bridget bastily did as he commanded them,
and thea followed him frem the apartment, and along the gallery. Just befere
they began to descend the stairs, the Baron de Morton met them, and seemed
to be in a state of censiderable agitation—so much so, that he took but little
notice of our heroine, only urging Rufus to quicken his pace with his charge.
He then descended the stairs again, and preceded them through a low deor in
the wall of the Tower, which seemed as if it was but seldom opened. They
almost immediately found .themselves on the beach, where there was a boat
waiting, apparently, to .receive them. The baron entered first, and was fol-
lowed by the other three. The boat was then put off, the baron himself and
Rufus plying at the oars. Havihg turned the corner of a rock, our heroine
beheld a ship lying at anchor. In two or three minutes they were alongside
of her, and immediately afterwards were on board.

. CHAPTER XXVII.

We will now return to Mrs. Montmorency, and her daughter, Charlotte,
whoy on the day of Angelina’s mysterious disappearance, awaited her return
' home, when ber absence had been prolonged beyond ker usual time, with the

utmost anxiety and uneasiness. Hour after heur elapsed—the sun sunk to rest
No. 25 v
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in the bosem of the ocean, but still she came not, and the uneasiness of Mrs,
Meantmorency increased to such a degree, that she was worked up to a state
of eomplete distraction.

¢ Good God! what can detain the poor girl?” exclaimed she, in fones of
the deepest distress. ¢ Some accident must surely have befallen her, or she
would not have been absent so long as this, when she would be aware what
alarm it woald cause uns.”

% I really do not know what to think of it,"” ejaculated Charlotite, who
was as much frightened as her motber, for she had become as fondly attached
to our heroine, as if she had been her sister ;—but, indeed, I am fearful that
your surmises, my dear mother, are too true, and that something must have
bappened to the poor girl.” .

¢« This state of suspense is insupportable,” said her mother. ¢ Send for
Peter, and, accompanied by him, I will instantly go forth, and see if I can
discover any traces of her. If anything should bave happened to her, Mr.
Woodfield will ever blame me, for what he must consider neglect on my part.’”

« I will also attend you,” observed Charlotte, rising from her chair imme-
diately, and slipping on ker cloak ; ¢ I eannot remain behind, in a state of fear
and uncertainty. Probably, she is only detained by the beauty of the evening
—you know liow ferd she is of watching the sun, as his last red streaks fade
away on the western horizon.”

¢ I hope it may be as you have imagined,” said her moﬂner = but 1 have
a foreboding that all is not right.”

“Ah ! and so bave I, ma’am,” remarked Ann, who, at this juncture, entered
the room, in obedience to the summons of her mistress.—‘¢ and I think I have
pretty good reasons for my fears, too.”

¢ What do you mean, Ann ?”’ demanded Mrs, Mentmorency, impatiently.

¢ What de I mean, ma’am,” repeated the girl ;—* why, dido’t I see a
strange, ugly-looking, cross, middle-aged man, lurking about the house, only
yesterday—and wasn’t he looking up and watching all the windows }==And,
didn’t he speak te me, and say to me, ¢ Good morning to you, my pretly
lass 3*—Yes, pretty lass, he said.—And, didn’t he question me about having a
visitor here ?—And, didn’t he say that he knew Miss Angelina well }=~And,
didn’t he, when he had learnt from me that Mlu Angelina was a visitor here,
walk away, laughing, as much as to say—""

¢ 8illy girl,”’ exclaimed Mrs. Montmoreney, with much agitation, ¢ why did
you not make me acquainted with this circumstance immediately ?”

¢ Why, lor’, ma’am,” said Ann, ‘I did not think there was any danger to
be feared fromn it. Besides, I did tell Miss Angelina all about it."”

“ Giood God! this circumstance confirms my ‘worst fears,” ejaculated Mrs.
Montmorency ; ¢ the unfertunate girl has again fallen into the power of her
enemies !”

Charlotte now recollected the circumstance of the serenade which her and
Angelina had heard, and an idea in a moment flashed across her mind.

¢ My dear mother,” she suddenly observed, “ I have just recalled to my
recollection, an event which leads me rather to imagine, .that Angelina has
been carried away by her lever, Hugh Clifford, than the emissaries of the

- Bdron ds Morton.”
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Mrs, Montmorency, with much eagerness, inquired of her daughter, to what
event she alluded ; and Charlotte related all that had occarred en the night in
question, and the conversation which her and Angelina bad upon the subject.

A ray of hope for a moment darted upon the mind of Mrs, Montmorency.

“ And yet,” she remarked, *‘ should it even be as you surmise, it will he
almost as bad ; for, although Angelina would not be placed in the danger
that she would had she again fallen into the clutches of the haran, yet, shonld
she have had the weakness to yield to the persnasions of [the yonng map, and
become his wife, will she not incur the displeasure of ber uyncle ?—Yes, I am
certain, he would never countenance her again; and there is me knewing
what misery it might be productive of ; for, who can tell what are the secrat
motives that prompt Mr. Woodfield se determinedly to oppose their unipp 2"

Charlotte could not deny the justness of her mother's observations 3 but she
still urged the propriety of their taking immediate steps to ascertain the tyuth,
Peter was, therefore, summoped to attend them, and Charlette apd her mother
set forth in the direction which Angelina had stated it was her iptention to
take,

They walked on towards the rocks—they searched every spot which they
knew she was fend of traversing, but, of course, without success ; and, affor
inquiring at every fisherman’s hut, if they had seen a female answering the
description of our heroine, or beard any particular noise, and being ansyezed

in the negative, in a state of much grief and alarm, they returped home.

The next day came, and Mrs. Montmorency and her daughter reppwed their
inquiries, after having first despatched a letter to Mr. Woodfield, making
him acquainted with all that had taken place. KFor sometime, all their en-
deavours to gain the least clue to what they were so anxious to ascertain, were
completely fruiticss ; and they were agaim about to return home in despair,
when they reached the spot where Angelina had been seized by the villain,
Raufus, and his companions, and, to their horrer, beheld the earth staiped with
blood (which had issued from the wound that the ruffians had inflicted upgn
Clifford, when they felled him to the earth), and at a short distance from the
place, they found a bracelet, which they recognised in a moment as belonging
to Amgelina.

¢ Good God {—The poor, unfortunate girl is murdered 1"’ oried the distracted
Mrs. Montmorency, as she looked at the clotted blood upon the earth, and

picked up this convincing proof that Angelina had fallen the victim of seme
dreadful outrage ; ** her enemies have gained their ends at last; and, baving
performed their fiendish task, have, probably, thrown the body of their victim
into the sea. How shall I impart this dreadfui intelligence to Mr. Woodfield ¢
—Will he not accuse me of neglecting the trust he placed in my hapds—and,
perhaps, suspect me, even, of having connived at the destruction ef his niece 2"

« Nay, my dearest mother,” said Charlotte, who was herself most violently
agitated, but still more collected than the former, ‘¢ pray, do not thus afflict
yourself. Dreadfully suspicious as it seems, it may not be so bad as your
terrors suggest; and, if it should even turn out to be se, surely Mr. Woodfield
possesses too much good sense to entertain the horrible surmises yeu speak of,
You, at any rate, lis cannot blame for what has happened.” .

% Qh, yes, he will have every reason for blaming me,” said, Mrs. Meont<



196 ASGELINA ; OR,

mevency 5 “ for, was set the poer girl entrasted to my care >—and, cugiz La
bave permiticd ber to walk out smatiended ? 1 feel, myself, hax I m=e
acted very impradesdy.”

What isveived doe ccomstance is still greater mystery was, that =» prwsen
hed beard any outcry, on the evemag ihat Asgelina had dasappeared—net even
thess Whe remded smmedumicly os e spot; neitber had asy pasties beex seen
to lark sbout the seighbourhuc !, whose appeasance was in the leam degree
calcussted o exciie swepiciva.

Charletse, baving with comsiderabie dificalty somewhat compesed the an-
guish of hor m. (he1’s feeliags, and persuaded her (o returs home, despasched
Peter 1o the difficrent asthoniues of the place, to make them acqminted wich
the cicometasce, is erder that every inquiry might be isstitated, ®» es-
deavour to ascerizia what bad become of our heroine, and whe were the
partics that bad commutied the outrage. Her mother being too vislemly
aguaied, Chariotic thes sat down to write to Mr. Woodficld the particalars
of what bad (rasspired since the fisst letier bad been despaiched to him—but
st the sume time, she cadcavoused (o soften the affair as mach as possible,
althosgh, of course, she could not conceal from bim the circumstance of the
bracelet belosging to Angelina being found, 2ad the blood which stained the
spot.

1¢ would be impossible for us to do adequate justice to fhe feclings of Mr.
Weodsield, spon the receipt of the first letter from Mrs. Montmerency. He
was is a complicte state of phrenzy, and now reproached himself for baviag sent
Aasgelioa away from his bome, a0d eptrasting her to the protection of a female.

But it was done wiih the best of molives—he was urged on te it with what
be considered to be the most praiseworthy intentions, and, therefere, why was
bo to blame ?

* $he has fallen into the power of the villais de Morton!” be exclaimed,
ia accents of despair, ‘‘and her fate may be sealed before the streng arm of
the law can interpose to avert it. But, whbere shall I seek him? How shall [
discover the place where he has concealed her? It seems that nothing can
saye ber from bis vengeance. 1 will immediately away to the castle, and de-
mand an luterview with the baroness !’ ”

Instantly he seized his hat, and left the cottager bending his way with
hasty steps towards the castle of De Montford. Having gained admittance to
the ball, he demanded an audience of the Baromess Orillia. )

¢ Her ladyship is engaged, and cannot see you,” replied the porter, eyeing
the persun, asd noticiag the perturbed manner of Mr. Woodfield with much
curiosity.

# But 1 tell you, I must and will see her,” said the latter, in a determined
tone, * unless your master is in the way, then would I insist upon seeing
hh."

¢ My lord is on the continent,” answered the man, * and, as I told you
befure, iny lady is at present engaged 3 but, if you will state the mature of
your business with ber, 1 will deliver your message.”

¢ My busioess is with her, aud ber alone—to »@ other will I communicate
16, saud Mr, Woudtield, growing impatient: ¢ and I will mot leave this
place until & bave geen ber.” -
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¢ Humph 1" returned the old porter, * methinks you are rather bold, master.
However, I will deliver your message, although, I know beforehand, that it
will be utterly useless.”

* That we will see,” said Mr. Woodfield, as the man turned away; and,
without any further ccremony, he followed him up the stairs, much to the
porter’s astonishment, and only waited for him to enter the apartment, and to
hear the baroness, in reply to his message, say, peremptorily, that she counld
not be seen by anybody, when he forced himself into her presence, to her
evident confusion and indignation.

When Mr. Woodfield entered the splendid apartment, the Baroness Orillia

was seated upon a sofa, and by her side lolled a gaily dressed young man, of
handsome features, and well-made form, who removed his arm from around
her ladyship’s waist, as she arose on the appearance of Mr. Woodfield.
- We have before stated, that the Baroness Orillia was an ltalian by birth,
and her large black eyes sparkled with resentment, and blushes of shame
and confusion everspread her still beauteous counienance, as she gazed upon
the intruder.

¢ Inselent!” she at length ejaculated, in a veoice almost choked with rage,
“ what mean you, by this bold intrusion 2"

“1 come to demand justice,” replied Mr. Woedfield, with firmness, and
looking with the most perfect composure and inditference upon the baroness,
and the gay gallant, who still lounged upon the sofa, and every now and then
darted a look, which he meant to be dignified and awe-suiking, upon Mr.
Woedfield,—*¢ I demand the present residence of the Baron de Merton |”

£ Can it be possible, that the fellow dares to address me thus " ejaculated
the baroness, with increased wrath. ¢ My Lord Ravensferd, lurely you will
not hear me thus insulted by a menial knave !”’ .

¢ Tis well for your ladyship that you are a woman,” returmed Mr. Wood-
field, with calm dignity, and loeking contemptuously upon Lord Ravensford,
who partially arose, upom her ladyship’s appeal to bim, but, seeming to take
a second thought, he sat down again, and crossing one leg over the other
and shaking his foot, cemmenced pickiog his teeth. It is well for you,
madam,” repeated Mr. Woedtield, ‘ that you are a woman, or you might,
perhaps, repent using such language to one who boasts as noble, or, perhaps,
more noble blood than thatwhicn tlows within your ladyship’s veins., Bus I
treat your werds only as the wild ebullitions of a weak-minded woman ; and as
such they merit only my contempt and pity. But L have not time toargue
with you,—The Baron de Morton, has again, with the villainy which is natural
to his base character, forcibly taken my niece away from those friends, under
whose protection I had placed her. You must be well aware of the place
of his retreat; and, ualess you connive at his nefarious actions, you will not
hesitate a moment in giving me all the lnformnuon in your power.’’

«30, then,” said the baroness, ‘ while her bbsvm heaved with rage, and
an expression everspread her features, wuich rendered them very forblddmg,
 you are the uncle of that abundoned girl, who has contrived teo wean the atfec~
tions of the Baron de Morton from his wife, and whe———"? ’

“ Hold! woman,” exclaumed Mr. Woodtieid, and his eyes flashed with ine
digoation, at tha hase asperslons which the baroness had uitered agaiost
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Augelina, © Speak not that which you know is as false as the tongue that
could give utterance to the foul calumny! But those who are themselves
fallen, are always ready to defame the characters of the innocent and the
virtuous 1"

The bareness was almost choked with passion; her eyes beamed with a
Yustre ‘which seemed as if it would penetrate to the soul.—Her bosom heaved ;
her features were distorted with rage ; ber lips livid ; and her limbs were
perfectly convulsed. For a shert time she tried to speak, but in vain; and,
When she did, she once more appealed to the booby foppling, Lord Ravens-
ford, who arose slowly upon his feet, advanced in a menacing attitude tewards
Mr. Woodfield; but receiving a look from him, which told him that he was a
man not to be alarmed at trifles, he contented himself by indulging in a damn,
and geveral, what were meant to be, appalling gestures, and then returned to
#he sofa, and resumed his old attitude.

“ Do you mean to tell me the place where your hushand is at present
concealed " again demanded Mr. Woedfield, in a determined magner. The
baroness tried, but in vain, to return an answer, but her tongue refpsed its
office ; and, seizing the bell, she rang it violently for the attendance of her
domestics, :

¢ Nay, then,’’ said Mr. Woodfield, preparing to leave the apartment, « you
refuse to grant my request, and I must, therefore, take other steps to compel
You. High as may be your rank, there is law and justice for the poor as well
s the rich, and that wjll I immediately seek,”

With these words, Mr. Woodfield guitted the apartment, leaving the baromess

and her senseless paramour in a state of astonishment and confusion, which
was almost past conception.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

Tar Baroness de Morton was a woman who, we have before stated, possessed
passions of the most powerful natare, and being still very handsome, and with
manners sufficiently fascinatiog to ensnare the affections of many men, it is not
at all remarkgble that, cold, morose, stern, unsociable, and even forbidding and
repulsive in his manners, as the baron had lately become—seldom in her society
but for a very short time—that she should gradually becowe indifferent to him;
which indifference, by degrees, strengthened iato dislike, and added to by feel-
ings of jealousy which crept into her breast, at several facts that had come to
her ears, more especially the interest he took in Angelina, aronsed all those
strong and ypgoverneble feelings of revenge that had not been destisyed,
although they had for some time lain dormant in her breast. Mis frequent
absence from De Morton Castle, and various other circumgstances, iended to
increase her suspicions, and to add to the fire which raged in her bosom; and
when she was, therafore, made acquainted with the disappeasance of Angelina,

“and of the continued absence of hex hushand, where she was mot exactly cer-
taio, but, as alie believed, on the continent; ber surmises were counfirmed,
. e saiad

L 3
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and her passions of hatred, jealousy, and revenge, were inflamed to an almost
insupportable degree. She felt at that moment that she could willingly have
plunged a dagger into the baron’s heart, and that no torture which she could
inflict upon ‘¢ the presumptuous beggar’s brat,” as she called our heroine,
could be half severe enough. That she would gratify the implacable re-
sentment which how raged within ber bogom, she was fully determined; and
soon after Mr. Woodfield had quitted the castle, she excused herself to Lord
Ravensford, and retired to her private apsrtment, where she immediately sat
down, and wrote in great haste a letter to the Marquis Florendos, in which
she requested him to meet her with as little delay as possible at the castle,
as she had something of importance to impart to him, which must be communi-
cated immediately, This done. she traversed the reom with uneven steps,

and her compressed lips, and stern brow, shewed the excited feelings under

which she was labouring.

« And thiak you, Baron de Morten, that Orillia will suffer another—and that
one, a beld and plebeian girl —to share those passions and embraces that be=-
long to ber alone 2—Think you that the blood of an injured woman, once
aroussd; will evér be quelled until she has had ample vengeance for her
wrongs ?—~No !—by Heaven, I swear that you shall severely pay for this,
and that I will not rest until you and this girl—this Angelina—have been
made to feel what it is to arouse the indigmation of Orillia, Baroness de
Motton. Oh, how I now hate and despise that title, and curse the hour when
I, weak fool that I was, assented to become the bride of one who has ever
been insensible to the value of the treasure he possesses!—The proudest, the
noblest, and the wealthiest of Rome, paid adulation to my charms, and vied
with éach other to become the happy possessor of my hand and heart; and
yot—strange infatuatien—I rejected them all with disdain, for that man who
is now playing me false, and treats me with cold and brutal neglect. But if
my schemes succeed aright, this state of thraldom shall not lastlong. I will
soon burst the chains that now conflne me, arid indulge without restraint in
the gratification of these desires which others have inspired in my bosom.”

As the guilty woman thus spoke, a look of fierce determination distorted
her dtlierwise handsome features, and she again paced the apartment with
hasty and disordered steps. The boldness of Mr. Woodfield, and the threats he
had held out, had wounded her pride, and raised her indignatien to the utmost
degree ; and she was chagrined beyond measure, also, to think that he should
have forced his way into her presence, at the very time of her interview with
Lord Ravensford.

This youag nobleman had been a constant visitor at De Morton Castle, and
it was there that the irresistible wiles which the baroness, (who saw in him a
worthy conquest, being very rich,) made use of to allure, led him into
the siiare that she had so artfilly spread for him; but although she pretended
to return the sentiments of the ignorant lord, while he continued to pander te
her ctpidity, she desplded and laughed at him in her heart, and had it not
been for the fear she entertained of his making their secret amours known
to hér husband, and thas render himself the means of frustrating the schemes
of véngeance she had formed against the baron, she would have speedily con=
trived to abandon all further connection with him,
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The Marquis Florendos, however, held a most paramount sway over her,

although she had hitherto resisted all his importunities, and she now-determined
to make him the instrument to effect the revenge she basely contemplated
against her husband. .
Z The Marquis Florendos, as his name will imply, wasa foreign nobleman,
with whom Orillia bad first become acquainted with in Italy, and his persom
and manners had immediately made a deep and lasting impression upon that
weak aod guilty-disposed woman’s heart. The marquis was a man about
her own age—tall, handsome, and particularly gallant. But his breast little
cerresponded with his exterior ;—it was the receptacle of every vice, and
there was mothing which he would not hesitate to perform fer the gratification
of his desires. He had wealth in abundance, and, ‘therefore, his amours were
generally attended with success. He no sooner saw the Baroness de Morton,
than she inspired in him all those powerful passions of lust and desire, which
had often driven him to-sach desperate extremities, and had rendered his
name proverbial as a libertine and debauchee, all over Italy.

The Baron de Morton had ever seemed to view the Marquis F’lomndos vnlh
an eye of suspicion, and it was that which, probably, made Orillia so resolutely
resist all the advances which the latter made towards her, although she had
’frequently admitted to him, that he held the entire possession of her heart
More than once had the marquis endeavoured to persuade her to elope with
him, promising to remain constant, to her while life should last—and a thou-
sand times declaring that no other woman besides herself, ever had, er could .
hold possession of his affections; but still the baruness remained firm to her
first resolution, which was uever toyield to the wishes of Florendos, until
such time as the behaviour of De Morton became 8o as to be insupportable,
when she would contrive some means to rid herself of him altogether, and to
reinstate the former in his place, only on the condition that he undertook to
accomplish whatever she might require of him.

The Marquis Florendos received the epistle from Orillia, with mingled feel-
ings of astonishment and hope, and he bad no sooner read the contents, than he
started to the castle with all the expédition that he could make use of; and
on his arrival there, was ushered into the apartment in which the baroness
was seated, impatiently awaiting his arrival. She smiled graciously on his
entrance, and beckoned him to approach. Florendos advanced to the splendid
ottoman on which Orillia was reclining, and taking her hand, pressed it fer<
vently to his lips. She did not offer to 1epulse him ; and surprised at this sud-
den change in her conduct, he awaited with impatience to hear her speak, but
finding she did not offer to do so, he said,—

¢ You sent for me, Orillia, for by that familiar name I must be permitted to
call you.”

1 did send for you, marquis,” replied Orillia, exhibiting some slight cone
fusion, which, however, soon vanished ;— you are punctual.”

“And think you, dearest woman,” cried the hypocrite, * that Florendos
woula delay a moment, when Orillia needed his advice or assistance "’

¢ Florendos,” observed Orillia, * my business with you can be told in a few

- wordsy but you will promise not to betray me, ifeven you thiak proper to
de cline being put to the test I sball require of you i”

\
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“ Belray you!" repeated the marquis, warmly, and in a tone of reproach;
—“you wrong me by such a supposition.—Beiray you l—oh, sooner weould
I suffer unheard-of tortures than e'er so debase myself.”

¢“You love me, Florendos 2"

¢ Love you, most beautiful woman!” cried the libertine, throwing himself
on his knee hefore her, and again pressing her hand, in a more passionate
manner than before, to his lips; by Heaven, there is not a term powerful
enough to express the adoration I feel for you—tell me what is there that
You can command of me that I would refuse to perform, to convince you
of the sincerity and ardeur of the sentiments with which you have inspired
me ? —It matters not, however difficult it is, 1 swear to accomplish it, or to
perish in the attempt.”

The eyes of the barouness, for a few moments, sparkled with more than usual
lustre, and she fixed upon Florendos a look of admiration.

“'Tis well, marquis,” returned she ; ‘¢ we shall soon see what dependance
there is te be placed on your word. My husband —"

¢“Ah! what of him " .

“ Of himdit is I would speak. What think you of bim, marquis "'

“That he is unwerthy of you,” replied Florendos, energetically ; ** that he
is a man who knows not how to appreciate the happiness with which Fate has
supplied him. Excuse me, lady, if I am too bold, but you asked my opinion,
and —"’

““ You have drawn but a faithful likeness of De Morton,” interrupted Orillia,

No. 26
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“and I now despise and hate him. Florendos, he has played me false, and
is even now basking in the arms of a peasant girl, whom be holdoliﬂlln his
power.” .

*“ Ah! say you so, lady P ejaculated Fi dos, and his t He-
came lighted up with an expression of exultation ; ‘‘ may, then, reult-tion is
but fair, and —"

¢ Hold, marquis,” exclaimed Orillia, seriously, * do not mistake me. I-tell
you the baron has deceived me ; ho bas disgraced my name, and I bave vowed
to bave vengeance.—Say, what think you he deserves for the wrongs he has
done me 2"

Florendos looked around the room cautiously, and then placing his lips
close to the ear of Orillia, in a deep, hollew tone, answered,—

¢ Death!”

The marquis and Orillia beth paused, and looked at each other earnestly for
a few moments, and in that brief time the tumult of passions that raged within
their breasts, may be easily conceived.

1 see we understand each other, lady,” said Florendos, at length ;—** the
Baron de Mor(on’s doom is sealed—he dies!”

“Hush1” whispered the guilty woman, in fearful accents, and looking
around the apartment, alarmed lest any one lhoulll be listening, ‘‘and you
will undertake (o accomplish it then 2

*¢ I will,” replied the marquis, “ bat my reward ?”’

¢ The possession of her whom you have so long vowed to love se passion-
ately,” answered Orillia.

*“Ah! thatis enough,” ejaculated Florendos, jeyfully 35— to possess you,
most lovely of women, I would readily run any danger, were it even death
itself. But the joy is too great, scarcely to bé credited ;—say, tell me that you
will not deceive me.”

‘¢ Florendos,” returned Orillia, in a reproachful tone, ¢ and can you doubt
me ? 1If so, decline the task you have promised me to perform, and let
another live te possess that form you bave so often vowed to run any risk to
obtain possession of.”

¢ By Heaven! never!” cried Florendos; * pardon me, Orillia, if the
strength of my love, and the fear that something might occur te render my
possession of such a treasure abortive, hurried me into an expression which I
meant not. Your wishes shall, rest assured, be complied with. Bat where
shall I find the baron ?"”

% I am not certain,” answered Orillia—*¢ he left here under the prefext of
going to the Old Grey Tower, but whether that was merely a subterfage to
deceive me, I know not. However, you will be there able to ascertain what
direction he has taken ; wherever he is, the girl is bis companion, for her
uncle has but this day been here, demanding the place of the baron’s con-
ceslment, and accusing bim of baving clandestinely borne her away from her
friends.” 4

¢ Her nwme 2"

¢ Angelina Woodfield.”

¢ And what would you I should do with her ?"” demanded Florendos.

¢ What a1e the limits, think you, to' an injured weman's vengeance, mar-

N
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quis 2’ replied the baroness, in a deep, hollow tone, and with a ghastly ex-
pression of countenance, which made even Florendos shudder.

¢ 1 understand you, Orillia,” he said, ‘‘ and on yonr beanteous lips let me
seal the oath whick binds me to your service.”

The marquis embraced the fallen woman, and pressed his lips to her cheek
with fervour, then moving towards the door, he said,—

¢ Farewell, Orillia ; when next we meet, those who have injared you will
be no more,”

Thus saying, he kissed his hand to the guilty Orillia, and quitted the castle.

CHAPTER XXIX.

Tae heart of Mr. Woodfield swelled with almost ungovernable rage as he
quitted De Morton Castle, yet did a feeling of pity and contempt intermingle
with the other passions that predominated in his bosom, for the weakness and
depravity of the baroness, Hc could now plainly see that if Angelina escaped
from the power of De Motton, (who, at that time, he firmly believed detained
ber a prisoner,) that she was sure to meet with a most implacable enemy in
the baroness, whose jealousy being excited, he felt convinced that there was
no length te which her revenge would not lead her; fer who shall pretend to
conquer the jealous feelings of a woman, or who can guard against the secret
and malignant desigus of one incited to vengeance by the violence of the most
irritable passions ?—He, theiefore, was certain that he must adopt some de-
termined plan or-the other, to bring the baron to justice, and to prevent any of
the dangers which he apprehended.

He walked slowly ftom the castle, and as he proceeded on the way, he
reflected maturely upon the different circumstances, as they had occurred, and,
in spite of all that had transpired, and the doubtful manper in which the
baroness had expressed herself, and which gave him every reason to suspect
that his niece was in the baron’s power; an idea darted across his mind,
that, urged on by the impetuosity of his passion, Hugh Clifford had, by seme
means or the other, discovered the place where he had sent Angelina, and
had persuaded her to elope with him, or otherwise had forcibly borne her away.
In fact, be now recollected, for the first time, that Mrs. Montmorency, in the
letter she had sent to him, had hinted at such a suspicion, and had related the
circumstance of the ‘setenader, and what Anna had stated about the person
whom she had met, and who had questioned her so particularly about the
visitor that was at Mrs. Montmorency’s house. ~

¢ By teaven!” he exclaimed, as this tliought occurred to him and racked
his brain, ¢ By Heaven, it must be so l=~Hugh Clifford has become a villain,
and destroﬁl my peace for ever. Never, I am certain, would Angelina have
consented to have acted in so clandestine a manner; he must have used force
to obtain her, Fool that 1 was, not to be able to penetrate through his specious
mask before, and have resolutely forbidden his attentions to her, long ere I did.
How could T be so deceived ?—How could I be so easily duped, especially by
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one whose lawless avocation should have made me suspicious of him ?-~Kate
of the Ruins, too, her who pretended to be my friend, and that of Angeliua,

-and seemed to take such pains to warn Cliffurd and her against encouraging
a passion for one another ;—she must have been aware of the whole eircum-
stance, and, being in colleague with the smuggles captain, bas acted the-hypo-
critical part for the purpose of giving him a better opportunity of petting his
designs into execution. Ah! I see it all now;—I bave been basely, cruelly
deceived, and my unfoituiate Angelina has fallem a victim to the deep-laid
scheme which bas been so leng formed to trepan her. If it is as my fears
suggest, may the curse of the Almighty descend upon the heads of those who
bave decelved me. But I will instantly to the Abbey, and, having sought an
interview of Kate, demand a full explanation of the truth. If my suspicions
are verified, [ will not rest until I have had ample retribution upon the heads
of those who have done me so irreparable an injury I’

As be thus spoke, his bosom swelled with agitation, and he quickemed his
pace towards the Abbey of Saint Mark’s, so strong was this impression upon
his mind, and to eager was he to have a thorough explanation of the whole
affair,

The shades of evening had fallen upoo the earth, by the time Mr. Woodfield
bad quitted De Morton Castle ; but, nevertheless, so impatient was he to have
his ideas confirmed or dissipated, that he was determined not to postpone his

"visit till the morning. He soon reached the Abbey, and, having ascended the
rock on which it stood, he paused a few moments,and gazed down upon the
deep blue waters of the ocean, wpon which the moonbeams were shining
brightly. The water was scarcely disturbed by a single ripple, and all around
was as silent as death. Suddenly, however, Mr. Woodfield observed a white
speck upon the distant horizon, which gradually expanded, until he ceuld
clearly perceive that it was the sails of a vessel. Mr. Woodfield watched it
nartowly as it skimmed lightly over the ocean, and was evidently beaving
down upon the rock on which.the ruins of S8aint Mark’s Abbey stood. ‘It
must be the smuggler’s vessel,” thought Mr. Woodfield, and a hope sprang up
in his bosom that he sheuld learn something of Hugh Clifford, and likewise
how far his surmises as regarded Angelina were correct. He was soon con-
vinced that he was right, for the vessel shot in immediately beneath the rock,
and close to the seciet entrance to the smugglers’ retreat, and, eager to have
his mind set at rest, he descended the rock, and 1eached the mouth of the
cavern just as some of the smugglers came ashore. He would bave been
seized vpon immediately, and, no doubt, roughly handled, had not Ned
Stukely, as Kate bad called him upon a former occasion, happened te be there,
and soon afterwards Kate of the Ruins made her appearance.

‘ Where is the villain ?—Where is Hugh Clifford ?”” demanded Mr. Wood-
ficld impatiently, unable to subdue his feelings.

*“ That am I as much at a loss to imagine as yourself,” was the reply of Kate.

‘¢ 'Tis false !” exclaimed Mr. Woodfield, with much emotion, ‘o0u would
deceive me; he bas acted the part of a villain ”

‘“ How, Mr. Woodfield ?’ said Kate, sharply, *‘ be not teo hasty in forming
your conclusions ; the name of Hugh Clifford and that .of villain should never
be associated.”
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¢ Has he not robbed me of my niece " said Mr, Woodfield, in accents of
the most powerful emotion;  if I am wrong, where is he, that he may answer
for, and eadeavour to exculpate himself 3

#¢ Angelina gone !” ejaculated Kate, in evident surprise 3 ¢ is it possible P’

“¢ Angelima /as disappeared in a most mysterious manner from the house of
Afcs. Momtmoreney, in whose charge T left ber,” returned. Mr. Woodfield,
““and, from circumstances that bave come to my knowledge, I have but too
good reavos to suspect that Hugh Clifford is the man who has been guilty of
this crime !

Kate of the Ruins seemed to be much agitated for two or three moments,
and appeared to ruminate upon what Mr. Woodfield had said.

*Can it be possible?” she at length said, **can he have been so rash,—so
misguided 2—But, no, I will not bolieve it; there must be some mistake. Mr.
Woodfield, I can excuse your exprehﬁ&. uider the circumstances that have
drawn them forth ; but, depend upon it, your suspicions are wrong. True it
is that Hugh Clifford by some means or the other, which I am not at present
acquainted with, contrived to become acquainted that Angelina was at Scar-
borough, and, doubtless, urged on by the violence of his love for the maiden,
which in one so young aud so ardent, it is not easy to subdue, he went thither
for the purpose of seeking an interview with her ; but,-as te anything else [
am certain he would be incapable of committing. Had he by persuasion have
been able to prevail upon her to become his wife, he, doubtless, would have
done 303 but if she refused him, I am confident he loves her too fondly, and
tias too great a friendship and esteem for you, to seek to force her complisnce
with his wishes. The men whe have just now returned, informed me that
having put the captain ashore at Scarborough, they waited for him according
to his orders; but the time at which they expected him had long elapsed, and
he did not return. In the meantime a storm arose and the vessel was torn
away from her anchorage, and they were driven out to sea. The only cen-

_clusion 1 can come to is, that some accident has befallen him, or that he has
fallen into the power of the Baron de Morton, and if my suspiciors should be
verified we have everything to dread. Of this, however, rest assured, that
1 was notawsre of Clifford’s designs, or I rhould have used all my exertions to
have persuaded him from such a purpose, and to bave frustrated him in any
attempts he might make,

*¢ Mrs. Woodfield did not make any immediate reply, and he remained buried
in deep thought for a short time ; but, at last, he said,—

¢ 1t is strange ; but still I cannot divest my mind of the ouspicions thal have
occurred to it; it is not at all probable, that Clifford would have undertaken
a voyage of the description, fer the mere purpose of seeking an interview with,
Angelina. He must have had some further design in view. As for the return
of his companions, that is a mere subterfuge, invented for the purpose of de-
ceiving me.”

¢ By heaven ! I am confident you wrong him !”’ exclaimed Kate, vehemently,
¢‘ and that you do me an injustice by surmising that I would attempt to de-
ceive you, is equally certain ; indeed, you cannot have the interest and welfare
of Angelina more at heart than I have, and—"" '

*“ Am I pever to understand you, mysterious woman ’ interrupted Mr.
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Woodfield, in a tone of astonishment ; ** tell me, I desire, who, really, are you,
and why should you take such a remarkable interest in the fate of one who, it
would appear, is almost a stranger to you P*’

* Who am [ ?” returned Kate, and a melarcholy smile overspread her fea-
tures. ‘‘ Oh! there may be a time when you will know me;. bat that time
bas not yet arrived. It is sufficient that I know you well, and all your former
history 1”

¢ Impossible !”’ exclaimed Mr. Woodfield, gazing more earnestly in the
face of Kate. *‘ There is not a persen living who really knows me I”

« Methioks you will own yourself mistaken, Sir Eustace Arlingham,” re-
plied Kate, with another smile.

Mr. Woodfield started, and turned pale.

¢ Ah! known!’’ he cried: —‘ by Heaven, I am thunderstruck ! Again,
wmysterious woman, I entreat of you to disclose to me who you really are. I
bave no recellection of your features.”

*¢ Indeed,” said Kate; ¢ but it is as well that you should not for the pre-
sent 3 but I shall, doubtliess, reveal myself anon; then will you see how much
reason have I to esteem and love Angelina as much as yourself. When you
hastily quitted those ancient halls that had long been in possession of your
ancestors, you left contiderable wealth bebiad you, which you, no doubt, never
expected (o receive again '’

¢ True ; but how know you that ?*’

“ No matter; that I speak the truth, you cannot deny,” observed Kate;
“and that I am siocerely your friend, I will presently endeavour to prove to
you.—Will you follow me "

Mr. Woodfield, in a state of astomishment and impatieace, assented, and
Kate led the way to the interior of the Abbey : and having proceeded to ene
of the vaults beneath, in which were deposited the ashes of the dead, she re-
moved the stone from one of the tombs that were ranged around, and Mr,
Woodfield (by which name we shall for the present continae to call him), was
completely lost in amazement, when be beheld a small iron chest, which had”
formerly been in his possession s and Kate having raised the lid, he was still
more surprised to perceive that it was full of gold, and on the top of which
was placed some private documents, which did not eeem to bave been dis~
turbed since he had himself deposited them there, which was many years
before,

* That wealth, I need not isform you,’ said Kate, * belongs to you. It
was saved from the despoilers by one who was sincerely your friend. Now, do
you longer doubt that I know you, Sir Kustacep” .

¢ Wonderful!I” he ejaculated; * yon bewilder me more and more. In vain
I have been endeavouring to recollect you, and yet it strikes me that your
features are familiar to me.”

¢ They should be, Eustace,” said Kate, in a peculiar tone of voice, * but no
matter 3 for the present it is, perbaps, as well that you do mot. The time, how-
ever, is not far distant when you will not only know me, but when you
will—. However, no more of tbis just now. We must see what is best to be
done to find out the place in which Angelina is confined, and what has become
of Hugh Clifford.”
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" ¢ Nay,” exclaimed Mr. Woodfield, * we must not part thus; ere I leave
you, I must know to whom I am indebted for these acts of kindness, and how
you have become acquainted with my name, and all the circumstances con-
nected with me;—my heart yearns strongly towards you, and yet,—ah! you
weep, — tell me, what means this ?”

“ It was but a momentary weakness, Sir Eustace,’”’ said Kate, dashing away
the tears that had gathered involuntarily in her eyes, and recovering her
composure in a few seconds 3 * but it is over now. Oh, Fustace, I cannot
marvel that you should feel—but, no, no, not now ; but the time is not far
distant when all will be unravelled. For the present, leave mes I am in
no mood to talk mow. I will, rest assured, lose no time in making every in-
quiry, and seeing after the restoration of that poor girl, whe is as dear to me
as she can possibly be to you. Farewell for the present, Sir Eustace Arling.
ham, for, by that name I shall in future call you, although no other person
shall ever know it from me, until you shall deem it meet ;—it is a name that
inspires my soul with raptare, and recalls to my memory scenes, many of which
are those of happiness, and others, such as 1 cannot reflect upon without the
most poignant anguish. You know where your treasure is deposited, and can
use it as you think proper, net a coif of it has been touched by me, since it
was brought hither. Farewell, Eustace, I go to ¢ Stay, mysterious
woman! who bath excited such an extraordinary interest in my bosom;”’
exclaimed Mr. Woodfield, or rather Sir Eustauce Arlingham, whose Sfeelings
were wound up to a pitch of insupportable anxiety and wonder, at the same
time he seized her arm, with great vehemence of manmer, and forcibly detained
her ; ““by Heaven ! I will not suffer you to leave me, until you have satisfied
me upon the points on which you have aroused my curiosity to such am
intolerable degree. An instinctive feeling tells me that it is not te any
stranger I am indebted for—Ah | what is this ?”

Kate of the Ruins, during the time he was speaking, evinced the most power-
fal emotion, and with convulsive sobs, she struggled haid to release herself
from his hold; in doing so, a beautiful diamond bracelet, which encircled
her wrist, and which she always contrived to conceal under the folds of her
white mantle, when she was in his company, became disengaged, and fell to
the ground. Sir Eustace picked it hastily up, and, as his eyes became fixed
upon it, his chest heaved, his countenance became deadly pale, his lips quiver-
ed, and in breathless haste be articulated :—

¢« Powers of mercy ! whatdo I behold 2 This bracelet |—sacred relic of oue
so dear o me, yet so unfortunate!—Woman, for pity’s sake tell me, how
came this into yeur possession P

¢t Leave go thine hold, Eustace, and do not torture me 1" cried Kate, en-
deavouring still more violently to release herself from bis grasp, and evincing
redoubled agony.

¢ I will be satisfied, ere you stir from this spot1” cried Sir Eustace, frem-
tically; *¢ this bracelet ; tell me whence you obtained it 2"

< It is mine, what would you more ?” demanded Kate, her voice almost
choked with agony. ‘

¢¢ 'Tjis false ! returned Eustace, hastily, * you would deeeive me !”

¢« It was your sister’s!” said Kate.
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“ It was!'—it was!—my poor, but guilty Emmelloe;"” returned Eustace,
with a burst of agony.

«“ Oh, Eustace, you wrong her, by Heaven you do,” sobbed forth Kate,
% the feul breath of calumny blasted her character, but yet was her soul as
spotiess as when she first drew the breath of life."

¢ Ah! bow know you that?—And who are you, who seemeth so well
acquainted with me and my family M~Unfortunate Emmeline ;—but you are
no more, and oh, may the remembrance of your érrors sleep with you.”

¢ 8ir Fustace Arlingham,” observed Kate, in a voice of deep emotion, and
struggling hard to subdue her feelings; * your wronged and calumniated sister
still lives ;--Emmeline is net dead 1"

“ Not dead! — my sister still living!"” cried Sir Eustace; evincimg the
greatest possible anguish, anxiety, und suspense ; *‘oh, repeat those bles<ed
words again | —But you cannot be speaking the truths —you are only tanta-
lizing my feelings,-and sporting with a heart alreédy so deeply lacerated;
~—how should you know ! And yet; your dooks,—your tears ;—what feﬂipg is
this which comes over me ?}—A mist seems to falt from before mine e:es.—
My sister living !==Ob, if you do indeed speak the truth, tell me, where,’ where
shatt T find her 2"

« And would you receive her with affection ?—Would you l’nlen pgtlently
to her -melancholy recital, which would show you at orice how gressly you
have been deceived, how much Emmeline has been wronged; and by that man
whom you theught your friend " i

 Good God ! sarely' I am labouring under some mysterious delusionj—
T cannot hear aright;” ejacniated Sir Eustace ; ¢ weuld T receive ‘my poor
Emmeline with the affection of a brother —Oh, Heaven! thou knowest that
I would, and with what transport ;—even though she be guilty of the vices with

which her character bas been stigmatized ! — What a precious boon would sbe -
be to my declining years, aod —— but you rack me, woman ;—say, where is

she }—Where shall 1 find my sister "

¢¢ Bustace | dear, dear Eustace,” cried Kate with a passionate flood of tears,
putting back her white hood, and kneeling at the feet of the astonished man ;
¢¢ and has, then, time, care, and the disguise 1 have assumed, so altered me,
that you do mot know me }—But—but look stedfastly into these featurcs, or
if you fail to recogdize the likeness of pne who was once dear to ycu, consult
the emotions of your own heart, and behold your sister, yonr long lost sister
Emmeline, kneeling at your feet !”

¢ Emmeline!” cried Sir Eustace, with distended eyes, and his limbs agi-
tated with convulsive emotions, as ke fixed his gaze upon the weeping woman
kneeling at his feet; ¢ great Ileaven! is it possible ! —And have we, then,
so often met, and yet I not to remember you ? —But it must be; yes, yes, my
heart would not thus instinctively throb for any one but my sister ! She is 1e-
stored to me !—Rustace is not left alone in the world, Emmeline, dear, dear
Emmeline, sister, and mother of —— No, I dare not utter that name; itds
coupled with disgrace and shame, and at once dashes away the hanied cap I
had just raised to my lips, and replaces it with one of poison. No—no,—Em.
meline, I pardon you, but I dare not, will not recognize you as the mother of
my Angelina.”
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¢¢And if you did, you would be wrongz,” said Emmeline, (for such, our
readers will perceive that Kate of the Ruins, as we have hitherto called her,
was,) “ Angelina is not my daughter !"

“¢ Not your daughter!” gasped fcrth Sir Eustace, with increased astonish~
ment; ‘ what strange wystery is this ?—Do not seek to deceive me, Emmeline,
or you will drive me mad; if she is not your child, who, then, are her
parents ?”’

" ¢ Her father has long been no more,” replied Emmeline, solemnly, ¢ he fell
by the blade of an assassin. Her mother bas also for many yesrs been con-
sidered dead, bnt she lives."”

¢¢ Keep me not in this torturing state of suepense,’ said Sir Eustace, unable
scarcely to contmn himself, ¢ of whom do you speak? For the love of
Heaven, tell me.’

¢ Of Matilda, Baroness de Morton,” replied Emmeline.

¢ Merciful Heaven ! is it possible 2"’ ejaculated Sir Eustace, “ our counn r

¢¢ The same !

¢ And Hugh Clifford ?"” gasped forth Sir Eustace, with breathless eager-
ness.

¢ Is my son ;—the chlld, as you lmagmed of shame,” answered Emmeline,
¢ but he knows it not.” .

‘¢ Great God! thy ways are wonderful !"’ cried Sir Eustace, * but, oh, Em-
meline, why was I so deceived P”’

- ¢ Dear Eustace,” said his sister, affectionately,  do not condemn me un-

No, 27
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heard ; at a more fitting opportunity I will explain everything to yeu; but,
for the present, rest assured that all I have done has been under the im-
pression it was for the best.” .

“ But you say Matilda lives 2"’ observed Sir Eustace, “ where, where

¢¢ Beneath this abbey, among the vaults ; where she has been secreted for
years ;" answered Emmeline,

¢ Is it possible 2— But, oh, my sister, how could she remain so long without
claiming and sgeking the restoration of her child ?” demanded Sir Eustace.

““ For particular reasons, that will be afterwards explained,” answered
Emmeline 3 “but think not, Eustace, that she has not watched over jer,—
been almost constantly near her, and that she has not been the object of her
‘constant solicitude. Alas! no;—what a life of saffering bas been her’s, and
which she was constrained to adhere to for awhile, to prevent the sacrifice of
the lives of both her, myself, and Angelina.”

% And who 1s the villain who bas occasioned all this " asked Sir Eustace.

¢ Who, think you,” returned Emmeline,—*¢ who, think you, but the murderer,
the seducer, the wretch, the usurper, who calls himself the Baron de Morton 1*’

“ Ab—I thought so!” ejaculated Eastace; ¢ the miscreant!—But, by
Heaven he shall not escape my vengeance.—But Emmeline, my sister, re-
stored to me after the lapse of so many years | —I can scarcely believe my
senses ;—it seems more like a dream than reality |—Dear, dear Engmneline g
one more fond embrace, and —’

# Hold !” exclaimed Emmeline, drawing herself back, as he offéred to enfold
her. in his arms. “ Do you believe me guilty of the vices with which I have
been charged ’

* You have asserted your innocence, Emmeline,” replied Rustace, ** so-
lemnly protested it ; and can I doubt the solemn asseverations ef my sister ?—
Oh, no, Emmeline, I cannot, I dare not, 1 will not believe you capable of the
errors that have been attributed to you, and, by Heaven, on the heads of your
base calumniators shall d d the veng of your brother.”

Once more did Sir Eustace Arlingham, and the sister from whom he bad been
so long parted, and had never expected to meet again, ardently embrace, and,
unable to repress the power of their feelings, they wept upon each other’s
bosoms.

¢ But come, my dear brother,” said Emmeline, *“I will introduce you
immediately to our much-injured cousin, and the fond mother of Angelina,
whom, my heart tells me, will soon be restored to us, and then I will enter
into a full detail of the many painful and singular events that have happened
to me since last we met.”

Sir Eustace Arlingham offered not a word in reply ; in fact, his heart was at
present too full to speak, but dashing the tears from his manly brow, he
followed Emmeline to the interior of the abbey.

CHAPTER XXX.

Wk need not attempt to describe the manner in which the Baron De Morton,
behaved towards Hugh Clifford from the time that he got him in his power;
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suffice it to say, that it was brutal in the extreme 3 but Clifford received his
taunts and persecutions with the most superlative contempt, and mocked
at his threats. To know, hewever, that Angelina was in his power, and that
he was prevented from rendering her any assistance, greatly tormented his
mind, and he felt truly wretched. As regarded bis own fate, he felt quite
indifferent; but to know that her, to whom bis heart was devoted, was left to
the tender mercies of the villain De Morton, filled his bosom with the most
poignant anguish, and there were moments when his anxiety and fear became
inswpportable. He was placed in a dungeon under the left wing of the tower
and heavily fettered, and his fare was of the coarsest and mest loathsome
description. The place, too, was borribly damp, and always buried in im<
penotrable darkness, and the rats and other vermin used to crawl about ia
abundance, and over him, as he stretched his limbs upon the heap of straw
,which formed his pallet, Tedious and painfal were the hours that the young
man passed in this horrible place, and the baron daily visited him to glut over
his anguish, and to exult in the success which had crowned his villainous
schemes. He threatened him with perpetual imprisonment, and in tones of
irony informed him; that he would suffer bim to live to know that Angelina was
living with him as his mistress. At these times it was with the utmost difi-
culty that he could restrain his temper, or bear with it, with the least de-
gree of patience. In spite, however, of the threats of the baron, and the
wretch“Rafas, Clifford did pet give way entirely to despair, and there were
moments when his hepes were so strongly raised that be could not help be-
lieving he should not only be able to effect his liberation, but also te rescue
Angelina, uninjured, from his power. He bad not the least doubt but that the
men who had come with him on the expedition, when they found that he did
not return, would conclude that something had happened to bim; and having
made ths circumstance kmown to Kate of the Ruins, some means would be
immediately adopted by her to ensure his restoration to liberty, and the
liberation of Angelina.

Thus passed away several days, and Clifford suffered no change in his cir-
cumstances, nor saw any prospect of being relessed from his present painful
confinement. He suffered considerably from the effects of the wound which
bad been inflicted on him when bimself and our heroine were seixed by Rufus
and- his accomplices, more especially as he was supplied with no remedy for
it, and the cure of it was left entirely to chance. However, he had naturally
an excellent constitution, and, in a short time, it entirely healed, without his
feeling any further bad effects from it, As day after day glided on, and
still he saw no prespect of being released from his gloomy dungeon, bis im-
patience grew stronger, and at certain times the pain he felt was intolerable §
and he raved in the most violent manner against the villainy of the baron,
who only mocked at and reviled his safferings, And must be, then, end his
days in that awful place, and Angelina so near bim, and yet he unable te
approach her, or to render her any proteetion against the power of the villain -
by whom she was persecuted? Alas] it appeared not at all imprebable; for
what prospect had he to the contrary ? Should De Morton discover that it
was found out he was confined in the Grey Tower, he would adopt sure
means of frustrating every acheme to rescue him from bis power; and he was
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aware that the bavon bad the means of placing him in the bands of the law,
and thus gratify his vengeance, without taking the responsibility upon himeelf.
His mind was dresdfully tortured when he thought upon the sufferings Angelina
was, doubtless, enduring from the cruelties of De Morton, who, it was very
evident, was a villain, that would not stick at anything to accomplish his
desires. -

One day Rufus missed coming to bim, and in the evening he was visited
by another man, who brought him his provisions, and it appeared was io future
deputed to attend upon him. To the astonishment of Clifford, be discovered
in this man, one who had formerly been one of his crew, and the surprise of
Winton (which was the name of (ke man), was no less than that of Clifford.
Hope wasin a moment restored to the miod of the latter, who could not but
think that Winton would not be able long to resist the intreaties of bis old
captain, but assist him to escape. In this he was not misiaken. Winton
piomised at the earliest opportunity to aid him in his flight, and the following
night he kept his word. The door of his dungeon was opened to him—he was
released from his heavy fetters, and bimself and Winton (who had determined te
fly with bim), were soon far away from the Grey Tower.

As ke could unot learn anything of the men who had come there with him, or
the vessel which contained them, Clifford took the advice of his companion,
and having procured a boat, proceeded across the water (o a fisherman’s hut on
the opposite shore, the fisherman being a relation of his, (Wiaton’s,) and where
he purposed that they should remain for a day or twe, until he could come to
some determination or another, what it would be best should be done.

It is unnecessary to state that it was in consequence of the escape of Hugh
Clifford that the baron bad come to the determination of so abruptly re-
moving Angelina from the Tower, and it was now his intention to convey her
to France, where he had not the least doubt she would be secure from discovery,
and be was resolved that he would no longer delay the gratification of his
desires, which she resisted so obstinately. Scarcely, however, had they quitted
the shore, when a violent storm arose, and the vessel was dashed about like a
straw. In vain she struggled with the furious elements—she scon weat to
pieces, and those who were on board of her, were immersed in the deep, and ail
expected, of course, a watery grave. The unfortunate ship was wrecked within
sight of shore, and before any of the fishermen could render assistance. . Qur
heroine, who had clung to a piece of the wreck, floated, and was at lesgth
picked up, but in a state of insensibility, by the very same fisherman at
whose hut Hugh Clifford and Winton were staying. What became of De
Morton and the other persoms, it was not known, and it was, therefere, con.
cluded that they had perished.

_ The transport, the astonisbment, and the delight, evinced by our heroine
and Hugh Clifford, on being thus miraculously restored to each other, ex-
ceeded all bounds, and it was some time ere they could speak or do any thing
but embrace each other; but when the power of speech was restored to them,
they returned their thanks to the Almighty in the most earnest and enthusiastic
manner, When tﬁey related what had happened to them, and the manner in
which the baron had served them, their indignation against that guilty nobleman
was greatly increased, und they could net help thinking that the untimely
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death he bad most likely met with, was only the just retribution of offended
Heaven.

The next day was the time fixed upon by them hoth to take their departure,
and to make the best of their way te Mr. Woodfield, and in the meanwhile
Angelina was accommodated in the cottage of an old woman who lived near
to where Huogh Clifford was staying. We will pass over the voyage, and
bring the lovess at once to 8t. Mark’s Abbey, where they arrived the day after
the scene took place between Sir Eustace Arlingham and Emmeline, his sister,
which we have described in the previous chapter. The surprise and delight of
Sir Eustace and Emmeline (for they were together in the Abbey at the time),
baflles all description, but at first Sir Eustace was fearful that bis first appre-
hensions as regarded the clandestine marriage of Angelina and Hugh Clifford
was too well founded, but when they briefly explained what had happened to'
them, he, of course, was quite satisfied, and gave free indulgence to his happi-
ness, at the restoration of two beings, who were both, now, he bad discovered,
attached to him, by the ties of consanguinity.

Angelina could not but notice, with no small degree of astonishment, the
unusual affectionate manaer in which they were both greeted by Kate, which
was the only name they at present knew her by, and she felt confident that
something particular had happened, and their bearts foreboded that something
of importance was about to take place. The congratulations being over, Sir
Eustace shewed considerable emotion as he addressed himself to eur heroine,—

*¢ Angelina,” exclaimed he, *‘ you must prepare yourself for a surprise ; but
it will be a joyful one;—the secret which has been kept so long, regarding
your birth, I am now about to divulge "

Angelina turned ghastly pale at these observations, and she looked at him
and Emmeline alternately, but witheut being able to speak, while Clifford
was scarccly less agitated than herself.

¢t Corapose yourself, my dear girl,” said Emmeline, in accents of the greatest
teaderness, ‘' or you will not be able to support the surprising intelligence
which is about being imparted to you ;—and you, Clifford, you will also be no
less astenished, and, I doubt not, delighted, for 1 have also some information
for you that—"" . )

“ For gooduess sake, do not keep usany longer in suspense, my dear friends,”
said Clifford ; ¢ what can be the surprising intelligence to which you allude ?”

*» Angelina,” said Sir Eestace, “ in this lady, whom yon have hitherto
koown osly as Kate of the Ruins, yeu behold my sister, the Lady Emmeline
Dalton, and, in me, Sir Eustace Arlingham {”

Angelina was thanderstruck, and stood gazing upon them for a moment or
two in stupified amasement, unable to say a word; but in an instant she found
herself clasped close to the bosom of Lady Emmeline, whose tears ef extacy
were shed upun ber countenance as she pressed her lips fervently to those of
our heroine. '

¢ Good God !” at length gasped forth Angelina, * is it possible that I can
hear aright ; or, de my ears deceive me! T am bewildered, and scarcely
know what I am saying. Am | then, indeed, not related te you, sir 2"

** Yes, my child,” said Sir Eustace, in his usual affectionate manner, ¢ your
mother is my first cousin.”
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¢ Mother !—mether ! repeated our heroine. * How that same agitates me.
Oh, tell me, who was my mother, and why bave 1 been so long separated
from her, and left alene to your protection 2"

“ 1 have a long explanation (o give you, my child,” said Sir Eustace, once
wore embracing her passiosately, while Clifford was 30 astonished at all be
beard, that be was unable to utier a syllable, but stood gaszing first at one, and
then at the other, with an expression that may be imagined ;—* but net sow:
saflice it to say, that your mother has been the victim of crueity and injustice,
and that the blood of your .murdered father calls aloud for vengeance on his
asamin, Matilda, Barosess de Morton, is the name of her who gave you
beiag 1"

Had an avalanche at that moment descended on the head of Asgelina, she
could not bave exhibited greater surprise than she did when Sir Eustace gave
utterance to these words.

*¢ God of Heaven |” she ciied, *‘ can this be true 2—Ah ! 1 see it all new 1—
the terror and bebaviour of the baron is sufliciently explained 1—But, eh! tell
me, does my mother still live 2"

“ She doos,” answered Lady Emmeline, “ and in this very abbey, where she
has been so long secluded, and watched that adered child she was afraid teo
acknowledge. She is even now close at hand, ready to clasp her daughter to
her bosom,”’

¢ Ob, let me fly to her arms !”’ exclaimed Angelina, frantically ; * do not
keep me losger from that blessing 1 have never yet experienced! My
mother !—Ob, what raptere is there in that sacred name. A tide of feelings
rushes to my heart I have mever experinced before! Oh,do not, pray, do
sot, detain me!”’

‘“But a few minutes, my dear girl,” retarned Sir Eustace ; * and, pray
calm the violence of your emotion, or your feelings will overpower you.”

Angelina gasped for breath, but she could met speak, and sinking into a
chair, she looked imploringly inte the countenances of 8ir Eustace and bis
sister alternately.

¢¢ Thie is wonderfull” observed Clifford, *“ but what is it that you would
impart to me ?—I am certain that there is something in this that ——""

¢ Clifford I”’ interrupted Lady Emmeline, with extreme emotion, while tears
trembled in her eyes,—** Clifford,—you ever believed, at least, I so instructed
you, that Captain Clifford was your father, and that I was only some distant
relation to you ; bat it is not so. Oh, Clifferd, does not your heait teil you
that there must be a nearer tie than that one to draw us together "’

¢ For Heaven'’s sake be explicit,” gasped forth Clifferd, as & strange fore-
boding flashed across his brain.

¢ Captain Clifford was in ne way related te you,” answered Lady Emme.
lines ‘“but he was a sincere and well-tried friend to me and mine s=—your
father (I koow not if he still lives,) was Lord Edward Dalton, and your
mother ——

“ Ab! what of her P’

‘¢ 8he stands before you !—My son !—My darling boy 1"

Clifford was in a momert locked in the arms of bis mother, and surprise,
rapture, and a variety of feeling took from him all power of utterance.
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““Good Ged !"” at last he observed, *is it possible that I am pressed to the
heart of my mother!—Oh! yes! it must be so ;—an instinctive feeling tells me
that it is; none other than a parent could ever have behaved go kind to me !—
But why did you mot reveal yourself to me before 2——Why bas this mystery
remained so long without being unravelled "

¢ Ob, my soun,” answered Lady Emmeline, again embracing him with fer-
vour, * when you have been made acquainted with my melancholy story, you
will not be surprised, that I did not discover myself to you before. But you
shall knew all.”

« Wonderful !” said Clifford, * and in Sir Eustace Arlingham, whom I have
hitherto known as Mr. Woodfield, I recognize my uncle 2"

“ True!"—

“For pity’s sake, do not longer rack my mind,"” said Angelina, who, while
this conversation was going on, had been sitting in a state of agony and sus-
pense, which, after the explanation given by Lady Emmeline, may be very
easily conceived ;—* if you bave, indeed, not deceived me, and it is true my.
mother still lives, ph, take me to her, that I may receive her maternal em«
brace, and hear, for the first time, a mother’s blessing !”

She had scarcely give utterance to these words, when the room door was sud-
denly thrown open, and the mext mement the form of the Baroness De Morton,
and the supposed phantem, stood before her ! —Angelina fixed one look of in-
tense affection upon her,—uttered a faint scream, and the exclamation of
4« Mother,” and rushing frantically towards her, fell insensible at her feet.

’ CHAPTER XXXI.

W will now proceed.to detail the particulars of the * strange eventful bis-
tory” connected with the principal characters in our narrative, and with which
the reader is, no deubt, anxious to be made acquainted.

The noble and Gothic ball of the wealthy family of Arlingham, was situated
4n a beautiful and romaatic spet, near the river D——, and from its casements
it commanded a delightful prospect of the full extent of the river, slowly and
calmly winding its silvery course through plains and meadows, until it was
lost in a distant forest, whose tall trees rose ia picturesque gnd mountainous
clusters on the distant horizon.

This spacious and venerable edifice had been in the possession of the Arling-
ham family from time immemorial ; and many were the noble deeds attributed
tp its members, and numerous were the records transmitted to posterity of their
gallant achievements on the battle-field.

The father of Sir Eustace Arlingham and Lady Emmeline, was one of the
most noble and virtuous of men—the favourite of his sovereign, in whese ser-
vice he had fought with a valour which had excited the wonder and admiration
of every one who esteemed, and were anxious to maintain the liberties and in-.
stitutions of their country, and was beloved no less by his dependants at home,
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for philanthrophy was bis prevailing passion, aad many were the unfortunate
beings who had good cause to bless and revere bis name.

Lady Arlingham (to whem Sir Edward Arlingham had been united when
very young) was every way worthy of such a husband—mild, affable, amiable,
and benevolent. Her sole delight seemed to be in doing good—in seeking to
make her husband happy—in instracting her children, and inciting them to
those deeds of virtue that bad rendered her and her husband such bright orna-
ments of society.

Eustace Arlingham was several ye-n the senior of his sister, Emmeline, and
early evinced il thoss noble and excellent qualities which his father possessed.
Emmeline, too, answered all the expectations of her fond parents, and as she
increased in years, so likewise did her virtues and her beauty. ‘

There was but another being who formed one of this happy family, and that
was Matilda, the orphan daughter of Lady Arlingham’s sister, whose parents
baving died when she was very young, she had since been brought up under
the protestion of her uncle and aunt, with the same care and affection as if she
had been their own child. And well did the beauteous Matilda repay their
kiodoess, for her mind being endowed with every virtuous and smiable
quality, it was her eonstant study to please them, and to show how well she

had profitted by the brilliant example they had set her. She was only a year’

younger than Emmeline, and they loved each ‘other with the same panlona(e
fondness as if they had been sisters.

Lady Arlingham died suddenly, when Emmeline was not more than sixteen
years of age, and Sir Edward was so deeply affected, that he never recovered,
and in the course of a fow months followed bis wife te the temb, leaving his
son, Eustace, in the possession of bis title aad estates, and appointing bim the
guardian of his sister and Matilda, until they became of age.

This task he was prepared to fulfil in the most excellent and praiseworthy
manner, for never was brother more fondly attached to a sister, than he was to
Emmelioe, and on his cousin he bestowed the most unbounded affection.

Two years passed away—years of uninterrupted happiness, unless it was the
sorrow occasioned when they recalled to their memory the irreparable loss they
had sustained by the demise of the late Sir Edward and Lady Arlingham. At
this period, 8ir Eustace led te the hymenial altar Amabel, the fuir and accom-
plished daughter of Lord and Lady Hammersford, in his union with whom, he
anticipated every earthly felicity. But, although Lady Amabel ever behaved
with kindness and attention to Sir Eustace, there was not that passionate fond-
ness in her conduct which he had been sanguine enough te expect; and there
were times when she would be buried in a profound melancholy, from which he
found it impossible to arouse her, and was equally unable to penetrate. This,

of course, caused him considerable uneasiness, and he endeavoured all in his

power to dissipate it. He redoubled his affectionate attentions, was most stu-
dious to anticipate her every wish, and tried every effort his mind could sug-
gest to enliven her, in which task he was ably assisted by his sister and Ma-
tilda, who had formed the most tervent attachment to the Lady Amabel, the
graces of whose mind shone forth. upon all occasions, most redundantly. She,

too, was not unmindfal of their love, and frequently repaid them by her earnest’

assurances of a reciprocal affection.
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At length, however, the ennui that had formerly at times aflicted Lady
Amabel, entirely disappeared, and she seemed studious to shew her busband,
by the most fervent affection, the gratitude she felt for the love he had honoured
her with, and the manner ia which he had sought to make her completely
happy.

Emmeline and Matilda were now fast blooming inte all the charms of
womanhood, and bad had many suitors; but Emmeline bad not yet seen one
that she could love sufficiently to bestow on him her hand. Matilda, however,

- had captured the heart of Algernon, Baron de Morton, and she was soon com-

pelled to acknowledge that her heart throbbed with a responsive sentiment, for
the baron was every way worthy of her, both from his rank, his wealth, his
personal and intrinsic recommendations, Sir Eustace offered no opposition to
their addresses, and the baron was recognized as her affianced husband.

Upon the terrace, of which we have before spoken, and which commanded so
delightful a prospect, it was the custom of Sir Eustace, Lady Amabel, Emme-
line, her fair cousin, and her lover, to sit for hours, engaged in charming con-
versation, and contemplating the boats as they lightly skimmed over the river’s
surface.

It was on a lovely day in June, when the sun was in its meridian, that they
were seated om this terrace as usual, and had been for some time amused by
watching a race between two small boats, which were occupied by four yeung
gentlemen, when they accidentally came in collision with each other, and ina
moment they upset, precipitating them all into the water. Some persons on

No. 8
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the shore immediately put off to their assistance, and succeeded in saving three
of them, but the other mot with a watery grave.

The consternation of the friends, particularly the lidies, on beholding ¢his
catastrophe, mav be easily imagined ; but Sir Eustace immediately summoned
two or three o, s;s domesties, and ordered them to hasten to the spot, and de-
sire that the gentlemen should accept of an invitation to the hall, until they
had recevered from the effects of their immersion in the water. The gentlemen
gladly availed themselves of this offer; and having changed their apparel from
the wardrebe of Sir Eustace, they were intioduced to him, the Baron de Mor-~
ton, and the ladies. Lady Arlingham no sooner beheld one of them, Sir Vincent
Rosenford, than she turmed ghastly pale, clung to the back of a chair, and
seemed nearly sinking, while Sir Vincent himself exhibited considerable con-
fusion, and went through the ceremony of introduction very awkwardly.

Sir Eustace noticed this circumstance with some surprise ; and Sir Vincent,
Bo doubt, observing it, said, in a faltering voice,—

¢ I pray you, excuse this confusion, Sir Eustace ; but I have had the honour
of meeting Lady Amabel frequently before at her father’s, and the agreeable
surprise of again seeing her so unexpectedly——’

¢« 1 beg you will make no further apology, sir,”” said Sir Eustace, in a tone
of satisfaction ; ¢ T am happy to think we bave been introduced to each other,
although I would much rather it had been under more pleasant circumstances,
I hope this will be the commencement of an intimacy that will afford pleasure
to us all.”

Sir Vincent bowed politely, and returned some appropriate answer; but
Lady Amabel evinced very little more composure, and begged to be permitted
to retire, attributing her illness to the sudden shock her feelings had sustained
through witnessing the fatal accident on the river.

8ir Vincent Rosenford was a fine, handsome young man, and highly accom-
plished. Ilis address was easy, and his manner prepossessing 3 yet, with all
be posmessed passions the most licentious and unprincipled. He had, however,
the means of concealing his real sentiments in such a manner as to deceive the
nicest observer ; and his conversation and general demeasour was so insinu-
ating, that he readily ingratiated himself.into the esteem of those who beheld
him. ’

His two companions were Lord Edward Dalton and the Marquis Le Clair, a
French nobleman. They had come down to D= for a short time, in order
to enjoy the scenery, when the accident occurred which we have just re-
lated.

Sir Eustace Arlingham was se well pleased with their new acquaintances,
that he warmly invited them to honour him by frequently becoming his guests
and they accepted his invitation with much apparent pleasure, especially,
Lord Dalton and Sir Vincent. Scarcely a day passed without their visiting
Arlingham Hall ; and it was soon evident, from the marked attention which
Lord Dalton paid to Emmeline, that she had taken possession of his affections ;
and all doubt upon the subject was very shortly removed, by his confessing
his passion to Sir Eustace, and requesting his sanction to his paying his devoirs
to his lovely sister.

8ir Eustace who had formed a very high opinion of the young nobleman,
gave him every encoursgement, and referred him to the ebject of his love her-
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self. Lord Dalton obeyed, but his hopes were blighted ; Emmeline informed
him, that although she could esteem him as a friend, he could never possess her
heart,

Had the beauteous Emmeline spoken sincerely the sentiments of her heart,
she must have ewned that that heart had been taken possession of by Sir Vin-
cent Rosenford ; and though, whenever their eyes met, the glances they be-
stowed upon each other was a convincing proof that their passion was mutual
they had never spoken of it, nor bad they given utterance to a werd in the pre-
sence of one another, or their friends, which could create the least suspicion of
their sentiments.

Sir Eustace was extremely vexed at the peremptory manner in which his
sister had rejected the suit of Lord Dalton, for he was greatly prepossessed in his
favour, and considered himself in every way worthy of her band ; and in his
anxiety to see her happy, he became unjust in seeking to bias her affections, and
to make a sacrifice of her hand to 2 man whom she had candidly acknewledged
she could esteem as a friend, but eould not love. He desired a private inter-
view with Emmeline ; and after informing him that he, as her guardian, had
given his assent to the addresses of Lord Dalton, expressed his surprise thatshe
should so abraptly decline his suit. He then affectionately addressed her,
pointed out the merits of his lordship, and the advantages of an alliance being
formed between the houses of Dalton and Arlingbam, and he trusted that she
would maturely consider it, and give her assent to a union upon which, he ad-
mitted he had fixed his mind, being only guided by a wish of seeing her bappy.

Emmeline evinced the strongest emotion upon this address. Since the death
of Sir Edward, she had been used to look up to Sir Eustace not only as a father,
but a brother, and it grieved her sincerely to be the means of acting in say way
which might cause him uneasiness; although, at the same time, she could mot
help thinking that he was asking too much of ber to expect her to sacrifice her
own wishes entirely to his will. She, however, did not confess her real senti-
ments, but begged her brother to forbear to urge a preposal to which she was
herself averse. She admitted the virtues of Lord Edward, but told her brother
that she was too young to think of a change in her situation at present, and that
she bad no desire to leave hims but that, if even she should be compelled to
that alternative ; Lord Edward Dalton was not the man of whom her cholce
would fall as a partner for life.

¢ Nay, Emmeline,” mid Sir Eustace,  this is folly. Itie childisy, Lotd
Edward is 2 noble and amiable youth, and every way worthy of becoming your
husband, and I cannot see what reasonable objection you can make to him.
You know, my dear girl, 1 would not advise you wrongfully, or urge anything
which I thought would be the means of detracting from your happiness, but,
this alliance seems to be so desirable, that I must, indeed, request you will
think better of it, and urge ybu not prematurely to reject an offer which, I be-
lieve, will be so advantageous, and on which ? have fixed my mind.”

With these words Sir Eustace quitted the room; and, with a heart full to
bursting. Emmeline hastened to Matilda and Lady Amabel, to whom she im-
parted what had taken place between her brother and her, and to them acknow-
ledged the love with which Sir Vincent Rosenford had inspired her, but begged
that they would not make Sir Eustace acquainted with it, urging them eunly to
endeavour to persuade her brother not to persist in wishisg her to unite herself
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to Lord Daltea, which, although she henoured his virtees, would make her
wretched for life.

At the mention of the name of Sir Vincent Rosenford, Lady Arlingham
uttered a scream, and turned ghastly pale, trembling violently at the same time.

“Recal your words, Emmeline,” cried Lady Amabel, in a voice of the
deepest emotion; *for Heaven's sake endeavour to stifie your fatal passion;
foremmmas’’

“Gracious heaven! Lady Amabel,” interrupted Emmeline, ber and Ma-
tilda gazing upon her ladyship with the greatest astonishment, * what do you
mean ? why are you thus dreadfully agitated "

“Oh! donot ask me,” gasped forth Lady Arlingham! ¢ do not ask me, un-
less you would drive me mad 5 do not give any encouragement to the sentiments
with which the too powerful accomplishments and graces of Sir Vinceat have
excited in your bosom. I cannot say morej——pray leave me to myself for a
few minutes;—this intelligence bad———. Leave me, my dear girls, I im-

plore ye !”

- Completely bewildered and astonished at the singular and mysterious be-
havieur of Lady Arlisgham, Emmeline and Matilda did as she desired.

Weeks pussed[away, and Lord Dalton was unremitting in his attentious to-
wards Emmeline ; and ber brother urged her te encourage his vows with even
more earmestness and perseverance than ever; and suffice it to say, that, after
the lapse of a few months, ske reluctantly yielded, and became Lady Dalton, at
the same time that the Baron de Morton was united to her cousin Matilda,
Lerd Dalton purchased a beautiful estate near Arlingham Hall, so that he
might not separate his lovely bride from her brother ; and if Emmeline was not
sapremely bappy, the fondness and attention of Lord Edward rendered her at

" least contented, or so she appeared to be. A few months, however, had only
glided away, when the whole of the family was thrown into a complete stats of

- distraction, to find that Lady Emmeline had eloped, and it was ascertained that
the companion of her flight was Sir Vincent Rosenford.

It is quite wnnecessary for us to attempt to describe the grief, surprise, and
disgust, excited in the breasts of Sir Eustace, and the friends of Lady Emme-
line upon the discovery of her flight, and after they received such indebitable
proof that Sir Vincent Rosenford was her companion : it is quite sufficient to
state that it was of the most intense description, more especially that of Sir
Eustace, who was completely thunderstruck at the circumstance, and (although
after being aware of the sentiments of Emmeline as regarded her husband and
the preference she had given to Sir Vincent, it ought not to have been any
matter to him) he not only condemned ber for her adultery, but was firmly re-
solved that nothing should ever induce him to acknowledge her for his sister
again, unless she could fally, and most unquestionably establish her innocence
of what now appeared to be so apparent. As for the anhappy husband of Lady
Emmeline, he was in a complete state of distraction at her unexpected elope-
ment; and, for several weeks after the distressing circumstance, be was in 2
state of utter phreazy. Every possible search was instituted after the fugi-
tives, but all efforts to discover any clue to the course they had taken was
without effect. Lord Dalton's heart was completely broken ; he assured Sir
Eustace of his forgiveness of his wife’s fatal indiscretion, but at the same time
declared that notking ‘should ever make him pardon ber guilty sedacer, snd
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that if fate ever caused them to meet again, death to both or one of them must
emsue before they parted. Afier his, and having given up all hopes of dis-
covering the retreat of his wife and her guilty paramour, his lordship bade &
melancholy and affectionate adieu to Sir Eustace Arlingham, and the Baron
and Baroness de Morton, and then took his departare for the continent, ex-~
presing it as his determination never to return to England again.

Ever since the olopement of Lady Emmeline and Sir Vincent, the illness of
Lady Arlingbam had increased, and there were times when she was completely
delirious, and uttered strange and incoberent sentences, which her auditors
tried, but in vain, to comprehend. She raved, bowever, continually of the ill-
fated Emmeline and Sir Vincent, and at the mention of the latter’s name, her
agitation would become 3o intense, that it was not expected she could survive
one moment from another. The first medical aid that the country could pro-
duce, was called in by her distracted and affectionate husband, but after having
tried the very utmost of their skill, they gave him mot the least hopes of her
ultimate recovery, and 8ir Eustace, to his sorrow, found that their predictions
were just.

At length the fatal moment approached; Lady Amabel had been worse for
the last few days, and_ it was very evident to those whe attended her, that her
end was at ne great distance. For three days she bad been delirious, and raved
in the most awful manner, accusing herself of crimes at which human nature
shudders. Although mest of those who attended ber felt convinced that most
of what she uttered was only the wild ravings of a distempered brain, they
could not help thinking that there was something ripon her conscience which
she was anxious, yet fearful to divalge, and a fow }ours before her death veri-
fied these conjectures. 8ir Eustace bad only left bv.r bedside for an hour or two
at intervals to gain a short period of rest, when suddenly her reason seemed to

.be restored to her, and looking upon him earn:stly, she, in a voice perfectly
. calm, desired kim to approach nearer to bher. He obeyed her, happy to see such
a change, and taking her hand, expre-ed a hop & that she was better.

¢ Better,” she repeated in a melancholy ton :, *ob, yes, I am indeed much
better, better that Heaven has been merciful enough to grant me reason before
I quit this world, to confess my errors aad to pray to Him for mercy. Eustace,
draw nearer.”’

Sir Eustace, almost choaked with emotion, yet stirring all in bis power to
stific bis anguish, advanced closer to the side of her couch, and with eyes brim-
ful of tears, he clasped the hand of his dying wife, and without being able to
give utterance to a syllable, awaited with the most poignant agony to hear what
she had to impart to him.

< Eustace, dear Eustace, if such I dare call you,” said Lady Amabel, look-
ing up into the face of her husband with an expression of the most indescribable
emotion, ‘* dry your tears, and abate your anguish, I am unworthy of either ;
oh! that I could have repaid your love as it deserved, or that the Almighty
bad taken my life ere I betrayed the confidence you reposed in me. Eustace,
you behold before you a poor penitent, but guilty wretch, unworthy ef your
pity, deserving only of your abhorrence. Say, were I to confess myself an
adulteress, were I to say that another.has revelled in those enjoyments I swore
at the altar none other but you should possess, would you not curse me, would
you not kate, despise, loathe me ? Yes, I know you must, you will.”

I —
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¢ Oh, my love, my adored Amabel,” sighed.forth the deeply aficted Bir
Kustace, half choaked with sobs. ¢ Why talk in this manner 2. What should o
deeply agosize you ? Why should you give way to such wild, such inexplicable
expressions? Nay, nay, my love, your brain is disordered, you know not what
you say, you—" . . - . .

“ Eustace,” interrupted Lady Arlingham, in tones of the deepest solomnity,
< I feel that there are but a few minutes intervening between me and Eternity {
I am certain that ere long I shall be in the dread presence of my Almighty
Judge, and it is my most earnest wish, ere I go before that awful tribunal, to
make all the earthly atonement in my pawer, by confesaieg to you my guilt.
Eustace, I am an adultress, I bave been false to thons vows I plighted with you
at the connubial altar !’

Sir Eustace turned deadly pale ; he gazed upon the features of his expiring
wife with an expression of the most unutterable borror, and was unable to give
utterance to a single word,

“Yes, I seo how it is, I but imagined right,” gasped forth Lady Amabel,
‘“ but what else could I expect? What else could I hope? What deserve ?
Nay, my husband, if I dare now venture to call you by that name, think not
that I know not what I am uttering. Alas! would that it were untrue;
Eustace,—Sir Vincent Rosenford—" - : '

Sir Eustace started at the mention of that detested name, his lips quivered,
a palsy shook his frame, and it was with difieukty he could support himself ;
he tried to speak, but his tongue claveto the palate of his month, and be with
distended eye-lids fixed his gase upon the pale countemance of hs wife, and
awaited what she would next say with the most breathless and indescribable
anguish, . - : ‘

“Ah! well may you shudder with horror,” ejaculated Lady Arlingham,
“well may you look at me aghast; but now will you kate and ecurse my
memory ; when I tell you that Sir Vincent Rosenford, since be has bosn your
accepted guest, has beeome the seducer of the peor, unbiappy gullty wretch,
who now lies before you.” : :

“ Horrar{ horror! great heaven! lot me not hear this dreadful ackmow-
ledgment, and be convinced of its truth 1" exelsimed Sir Eastace. '

“ But you must hear it, Eustace,” said his wife,  yes, your guilty wife
cannot quit this world without—"

“ My God!” interrupted Sir Eustace Arlingham, * can this dreadfal tale
really be true ; and my sister" '

- Lady Aslingham groaned, and covering her face with the bed clothes fe«
mained silent for a few seconds, while her husband clasping his burting temples,
paced the rdom with hasty and uneven steps, and the deep sobs that ever and
Sion escaped his hoavily surcharged bosom, told too plainly how seversly
he suffered. At length, however, Lady Amabel once mere looked up, amd

- with mére composure in her manner than might have been amticipated, she

saidy—
“ 8ir Eustace, I feel my end rapidly approaching, and that my moments are
numbered ; let me then employ them i disclosing that, -which at the same thme
wiil, perbaps, be a source of everlasting unhapihess to you, I cannot quit
this world without disclosing. Before you sought my hand, Sir Vineent Rosen-
ford had gained fall possession of my heart. When my father bade me ook ¥pon

N IR T
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you as my fature husband, I feared to offer any opposition to his will, (which I
know was peremptory) or, to inform him of my affections, and throwing myself
upea your mercy to withdraw your suit, but from thatalso I shrank with a feel-
ing of dread which I found it utterly impossible to vanquish, and the fatal time
arrived, we were united. Still Eustace, think not, although another held pos-
sesgion of my warmest regard, that you was despised, that you have never held
any place in my affections; Heaven knows that mext to my guilty seducer,
you have been, and you are dearer to me than any other being in existence ; bat
who|can control the strength of the first and ardent attachment ? We were mar-
ried ; time passed on,and you saw the masner in which I behaved to you; the
way in which I attempted to struggle with and to conquer my feelings. Hea=
ven knows that it was my most sincere wish, my hourly prayer, that nothing
should ever make me swerve from the duties of a wife, and hard did I strive to
forget that individual who was fated to be my greatest curse. You recollect the
accident which first introduced Sir Vincent and his friends to you? You re-
member the deep emotion, the uncommon agitation I evinced upon that ocea~
sion, and after what I have mentioned, you cannot, you will not be surprised at
it. Oh, Eustace, how sball 1 give utterance (o the guilty sequel ? But it must
beteld! Sir Vinceat, in spite of my situation, renewed his vows and, weak,
guilty fool that I was, I yielded to his base wisbes—"

¢ Almighty powers !”’ gasped forth Sir Eustace staggering and dropping into
a seat; “ and my sister, Emmeline too 1”

Lady Amabel made a powerful effort to speak, her bosom heaved with con-
vulsive emotion, her couatenance turned completely black, and sinking back
on her pillow, with a groan, she yielded her spirit into the hands of her Creator.

Let us pass bastily over the painful scene which followed this dreadful disclo-
sure. Suffice it to say that for a few days after the-demise of his wife, S8ir Eus-
tace Arlingbam was quite delirious, and it was foared by his medical attendants
that he would never recover the severe shock his feelings had received ; but at
length his reason was restored to him, but not uutil the remaiss of his unforta-
nate but guilty wife, were consigned to the tomb. Upon the head of the villain
Sir Vincent Rosenford, he invoked a dreadful curse, and although he did not
make any vow, he felt almost confident that he could never pardon his sister
Emmeline, who lad net only brought eternal disgrace upon their hitherto un<
sullied name, but had also broken the heart, or ruined the piece of mind for
ever, of a fond and indulgent husband.

Fast did the clouds of misfortune gather over the once happy and proud house
of Arlingham. Scatcely six months had fled from the time of the elopement of
Lady Emmeline, and the death of his wife, when Sir Eustace, whe had two or
three most implacable ememies at court, who were jealous of the favour he had
by his merits gained in the eyes of his sovereign, was accused of high treason,
and so well concerted was the villanous plot which had been formed against
him, that his monarch, whe had hitherto placed such implicit cenfidence in him,
was persuaded of his guilt, and he was committed to prison upon the charge,
and would, ne doubt, have been found guilty, but he escaped, ard get on board
a ship indisguise, with not any property in his possession, and by the assistance
of a friend, made his way to Flanders, where, under an assumed name, (that by
. which he was first introduced to eur readers), aad the exertion of that friend
who had never deserted him ia all bis misfortunes he sat up in business, and
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after remaining there upwards of two years with but indifferent succem, during
which time he had made every inquiry after his sister and her villanous com -
panion (as be suspected) to so purpose, ho resolvad, having married his prebent

wife, to return to England, he, being so -altered in personal appearance and i’

cizcumstances, that be thought it would be impossible for any one to recognise

him, .He did 50 and settled in a remote part of the country, where hy ‘frugal

habits and industry, (fer he had learnt to forget his rank, and had found even &
source of pleasure and amusement in tlrnhg bis llnd to labeur), he lmgﬁ to

live comfortably.

1n the interim his property had been confiscated, aad a price 'was set upon his
bead, either dead or alive. Another year clapsed, and Laura was borsi, when”’
one night soon after they had retired to rest, they were awakened by the cries
of a child, and Mr. Woodfield, (as he then called himself) baving hastily arisen,
and slipped on a portion of his clothes, hastened to his cottage door, and was
completely. thunderstruck to behold, huddled up in one corner of the threshhold,
achild, apparently little more than:two years and a half hold, but the beauty
of whose countenance surpassed everything he had beheld befors. ‘ He took her
bastily into the cottage, and calling to his wile, they trimmed the fire, whiclt
had not yet expired, and proceeded to examine the little stranger. - Ste codld
only lisp out a few words, and from them they could not gather anything which
could throw any light upon the subject, or give them the slightestidea as to who
sbe was. The only werds that they could distinctly make out were, that"
« Stranige woman, not mamma, had left her ; that mamme would so cry if she did
not go back,” and many other expressions of a similar description, which they’
were at a perfoct 1oss to understand, although they were strongly of opinion, that
the child bad been abandoned by its unnatural mother, and 8ir Eustace could
not help being particuiarly struck with the sweetness of its features, which bore
a forcible resemblance to a countenance he had often seen before, but could not
at the time recal to his memory where.

Having placed the poor little thing, who was Ilmdsomely'tlrut, under the
care of his wife; Sir Eustace sallied forth from the cottage, thinking he might
see some person wbo might answer the faint description of the female the child-
had given, but in this he was totally disappoiuted, as may be expected, and on
bis return, he found the child fast asleep on the lap of his wife, and she placed
in his bands a scrap of paper which she had pinned in her bosom, and which
contained the following lines :—

¢ A much wronged and beavily aﬂicml woman, whe was once ackmow-
ledged the sister of Sir Eustace Arlingham, submits to his care and affection hez"
child, trusting that however prejudiced he may be against the unfortanate, Wit
not guilty Emmeline, he will not despise or cast away the little innocent, whom
it is no lenger in her power to support! The eyds of her mother will constantly
watch over her, until those eyes are closed in death,and when the clouds that
at present obscure her happiness shall have dispersed, that mpther with trans-
port will reclaim her offspring, and hopes te be received once more with affec-
tion by that brother who now entertains so unjust an opinion of her conduct.
In the bosom of the child, whom I wish to be called Angelina, you will find a
purse of gold: I wish you to appropriate a pertion of it to the éducation of the
child, and as you comply with these wishes, may the blessings of Heaven de-
scend upon your head, . ... ¢ EMMELINE."
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Astonishment completely tied the tongue of Sir Eustace; but when he had

partly recovered from the emotion into which this unexpected and remarkable
circumstance had thrown him, he snatched up the child in his arms, and after
gazing rapturously upqgn its innocent features, he kissed it framtically, and
burst into a violent paroxysm of tears. Suddenly, however, as an agoniziag
thought flashed across his brain, he replaced the little Angelina in the lap of
his wife, and turning away with a shudder of horror and disgust, he said,

“ But no! is it not the child of shame? The offspring of the villain whe—
Oh, God ! 1 shall go mad if I think of it!"”

Clasping bis forehead he rushed away from the roem, and bastening to his
chamber, endeavoured to bury all recollection of the circumstance. Dreadfal
were the sufferings the power of his thoughts inflicted upon him that night, but
by the dawn of the morning his thoughts had undergone & complete revolution,
and be vowed to protect and love Angelina the same as if she had been his own
child.

Sir Eustace had never imparted to his wife the minute details of his melan-
choly history ; she knew that he had been unfortunate ; she knew that he had
had a sister; but whether she was living or dead she was not acquainted ; she
was also aware of the rank he had formerly held in society, and of his just title,
bat finding that it ever caused him pain, she never ventured to mention the
subject to bim. She herself was of a humble family, and Sir Eustace bad anited
himself to her entirely out of love for her numerous excellent qualities, which
more than compensated for her want of education and polite attainments,
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One particular circumstance we have forgotten to mention, and that is, when
Sir Eustace, through the false accusation which had been brought aguiast him,
was compelled to fly his country, he became unavoidably estranged from the
Baron and Baroness De Morton, who retired to their castle, and not long afier
he had been over in Flanders, he received intelligence of the sudden and mys-
terious disappearance of the baron, and to his most indescribable amasement
and disgust, a short time only elapsed when he heard that Matiida bad actually
‘aecepted the hand of her deceased husband’s brether, who had been one of his

greatest enemies at Court, and to whom she had previeusly ever evineed the -

utmost repugnance. 8o thunderstruck was he with this intelligence, that he
was some time before he would believe that it was true, but when he was fully
convinced that such was the case, he became 50 exasperated, that he resolved
to endeavour to erase her name from his recollection for ever. The circum-
stance of the suppoted death of the baroness has already been mentioned, and
having now fully explained the melancholy events of Sir Eustace Arlingham’s
life, we must let the Lady Emmeline explain herself in her own words, as they
were spoken to hep brother on the night when she revealed hergelf to him.,

CHAPTER XXXIII

¢ EusTAce,” commenced Lady Emmeline, ¢ I am certain you will pity me,
I know yon imust beartily feel for me, when you hear my painful narrative, for
the sufferings to which 1 bave, I can safely say, been most undeservedly sub-
jected, and the wnjust aspersiens that have been cast upon my character. To
you, Eustace, must I also attribute much blame, for so hastily condemning her
to whom, I had ever cause {o believe, you were so fondly attached, and who
Tiever gave you any reason to suspect her capable of acting in any way dis-
honourable to the name of Arlingham, or to that noble house to which I had
allied myself.- Oh ! my brether, did you but know the nights, the days, the
hours of intease, of iadescribable anguish which I have for so many years en-
dured, and yet, amidst it all, how constantly my prayers were offered up for
you, and that dear girl whom I loved as fondly as if she had been mine own
- offspring, how sincerely would you reproach yourself for——but, no matter,
let me pass this painful subject over as quickly as possible! Heaven knows
you have had your share of affliction; and I ought not to reproach you after the
dresadful cenfession which the unfortunate, the ill-fated Amabel made to you
on her death-bed. Our’s bas been an unfortunate family, Eustace ; marked, as
it were, by fate to be its sport,—buffetted about as its caprice. But I become
. tedious. .Alas! the recollection of the many sorrows I have endured, so be-
wilder my mind, that I scarcely know what I am talking about, )

¢ I am ready to admit, Evstace, that I was wrong in one thing, and that was
15 not making you acquainted with the sentiments I had imbibed for Sir Vin-
cent, when you urged the suit of Lerd Dalton ; but at the same time you should
not have enforced me to unite my fate with a man whom I bad candidly ac-

Knowledged to you X could not love, although X could sincerely esteem him as

a friend, Had younot been so peremptory, md bad I not been 0 tenacious of
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opporing the wishes of a brother, whom I had always reversd as a superior
being, how many misfortunes, bow many cares might I have saved myself.
Bat it is past now, and let me not waste my time in useless regret, but rather
come as soon as possible to the conclusion of a narrative, the incidents of which
Xfjcanuot recal to my memory without the deepest anguish. That I 1oved Sir
Vincent, I have already admitted ; but no sooner did I yleld my band to Lord
Dalton, than I made up my mind to endeavour to discard him_from my thoughts,
and I can solemnly avow that, after I became the bride of his lordship, I never
harboured a thought that I need since be ashamed of acknowledging. I must
confess that I bad a hard struggle with my feelings befare 1 could accomplish
my wishes; but the oniform affection of my husband, the high regard in which I
had always held bis virtues,and the duties that I felt were incumbent upon me
as a wife, at length triumphed, and I became happy. Alas! it was not to last
long ; Sir Vincent (whom his friend never suspected for a moment of any guilty
detign, or the sentiments that really inhabited his mind towards me) was, as you
are aware) a frequent, nay, almost a constant visitor at our house, and al-
though T must do mysélf the justice to state, I endeavoured as much as pessible
to avoid his presence, common etiquette would not admit of my always absent-
ing myself, neither could I do so without making my husbend acquainted with
the secret, which I wished, for his own sake and mine too, he might be kept in
ignoerance of. .

¢ You may imagine what I saffered at these times, Eustace, but it was
mothing to what it was my fate afterwards to undergo. Although I most sedu-
1ously avoided all that was in my power being alone with Sir Enstace, he seized
every opporturity he possibly could to be so, and to urge his passion. I heard
bim with feelings of disgusts severely reproached him for the injustice he did
my cbaracter, and bow much he wronged my husband, of whom be pretended
to be o sincere a friend 5 and when ke stiil persevered in importuning me, aad
endeavouring to win me to the indulgence of his sensual desires, I threatened
to make known his conduct to Lord Dalton ;—he threw off the mask in which
be had 30 long eoncealed himself, and stood confossed in his true character.
He laughed at my threats, mocked what he called my failse modesty, and
wowed that, obdurate as I was, no power on earth should force bim to give up
the design he had fixed upen, and that, in spite of all my opposition and my
threats, he would not rest until he had accomplished his wishes, and had me ia
his power. 1 paid but little attention to his threats, for I thought them at the
time merely to origisate in disappointment and offended pride ; bat it was
mot long ere I found out kow ekregiously mistaken I bad been, and then I
soverely upbraided myself for not having made my busband acquainted with
the whole of the circumstances; but yet it was done from the best of motivess
1 was fearful to distract his mind and render him perpetually unbappy; while,
if be was kept in ignorance of the truth, he would he contented with the love I
bestowed upon him, which was redlly sincere, and not have cause to torment
his mind, where there was actually no occasion, by supposing me weak enough
to yield to the persuasions of 8ir Vincent Rosenford, and doing anything de.
rogatory to the'vows I had plighted to bim at the altar.

¢¢ It was my custem frequeatly to walk forth in an evening in a neighbouring
wood, when my busband was from home, and taking with me a book, T would
sit down beneath some cool wmbrageous shade, and peruse the contents, in sn-
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distarhed enjoyment of its beanties, until darkness set in, when I would retarn
to the castle. It was upon ene of those occasions that 1 was seized by some
wretches whom Sir Vincent bad employed, and borne away to an eatate be: had
in & remote part of the country. Here I found myself entirely in his poway,
and was bourly tormented with his importunities. But I will not enter into. the
particalars of all I suffered from his loathsome addresses; for loathsome they
were to me now, and I hated him as much as 1 had before loved him, for the
base act of treachery he bad been guilty of ; suffice it to say, and I call God
solemaly to witness that I speak the truth, I was enabled to resist them, and to
defeat him in all his attempts. Before I bad been forced away, I had dis-
covered myself to be in a delicate situation, and Sir Vincent, therefore, was
ferced to relax in his conduct for fear of fatal consequences, and I must do him
the justice to say, that in the interval that elapsed prior to my confinement un-
til subsequently, he behaved to me with the utmost kindness and attention, and
I bad all the advice and assistance my peculiar situation required. In a
short time I gave birth to a son, whom it is unnecessary for me to state is that
young mas, whom you bave hitherto known only as Hugh Clifford, but who is
the lawful heir of Lord Bdward Dalton, my husband. What with the suffering
I underwent, in consequence of the manmer in which I wss situated, and the
misery and anxiety I was aware that you and his lordship would be suffering, it
was 3 long while before I was able to leave my bed, aud it was then advised by
the medical mex that I should have change of air, and the south of France was -
suggested as the most likely place where I might recruit my strength. 1a vain
on my knees I implored Sir Vincent to restore me to my friends; he was inex.
erable, and I was borne an board a ship tegether with my infant boy, In the
night, after our quitting the sight of land, a terrific storm arose, and, in spite of
all the efforts of the captain and crew, the ship became unmanageabls, amd
shortly afterwards. foundered. Better had it been for me and my offspriag 3
perbaps, bad we met with a watery grave at that time, for it would have saved
us many many cares it has since fallen to our lot to undergo. However, we
were picked up by a smuggler, of whom a Captain Clifford, as he called him-
self, was the master ; and we were behaved to with a humanity which would
bave reflected credit on those who take to themselves the sole merit of being
christians. Bir Vincent Rosenford was never heard of afterwards, so, doubtlegs,
he perished.
- ¢ Captain Clifford had formerly been a naval officer, and had done his
couatry good service, but, like many other brave fellows, had met with the
mest. shameful neglect, and disgusted with the treatment he had received, he
qQuitted the service, and, with the residue of a fortune he had been enabled to
save from a very. ussuccessfal course of adventures, he purchased a vessel, and
commenced the life of a smuggler, in which he met with the most extraordinary
" success, and soon accumulated a large sum of money. Ilis principal retreat;
or the place where he used to deposit his contraband goods, was in the cavera
of the reck, underneath the ruins of this abbey, and which I need not d®ezibe
o you, as you have been in it several times. And the better to keep the place
secure, a most awfal report of the Abbey and the adjeining spot being haunted,
was industriously circulated, which the ignorant and the superstitious wery
veadily believed, and sedulously avoidiag it, Clifford and his conptml were
loft in undisturbed pessession of the ancient fabric. . ) .,
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- % Captain Clifford was a married man, and had a family ; althongh bis eall-
fog was what is termed lawless, he was an excellent and humane man, and
would have formed a bright example to many who pretended to fur more rec-
titade -of conduct. He sincerely pitied my situation, and looked upos my poor
infant with the most unbounded compassien.

. $¢'¢ Poor little innocent,’ he exclaimed, ¢ if your father will not receive you,
¥ wiil replace his loss, and always be 10 you a protector and a parent!’

¢ ¥ thought little of these words at that time, but I was not long before I
was able to test their sincerity. Mr. Clifford brought me safe to England, and
landed me at this spot, from which place, accompanied by one of his coas~
dential men, with a heavy and foreboding heart I set out for Arlingham Hall.
I will not attempt to describe my feolings as I proceeded thither; the hopes,
‘the fears, that by turns distracted and perplexed my mind. At length Ireached
the well known spot; my God! but to what a dreadful cbange did I return?
The venerable home of my ancestors was in the possession of anether; I was
informed of your disgrace, Eustace; I was told of the distraction of my bus-

_ band'; his abrupt departure for the Continent, but to what particular part wo

on¢ knew, and the guilty wretch I was supposed to be, not only by him, bat
by you, my brother, and almost everybody else, guilty, yes, a guilty wreteh
unworthy of pity or a thought. Itis a wonder I did not go mad af that time, or
that I did not destroy myself, but my little innocent’s smiles withbeld my hand,
and for his sake I resolved to live.

¢ Captain Clifford took me (o his house, and introduced me to his wife, wbo
received me with the utmost kindness, and did all in his power to scothe me
under my heavy afilictions, and at length she did partially succeed. I took up
my residence with her, and the utmost attention was paid to me and my child.
I had heard of the mysterious death of Lord De Morton, and of the secomd
Sarriage of Matilda to his brother ; I knew that brother to be a very base
man, and that Matilda bad ever viewed him with a feeling of hatred and dread,
therefore was I certain that she had never willingly assented to become his
wife, After considerable reflection upon the subect, I determined to seek an
interview with her, and chance the reception she might give me. Iloft my
child in the care of Mrs. Clifford, and set out for De Morton Castle ; I asked
asked an interview with the baroness; but judge of my astonishment whea I
was informed that she was no more, and had been consigned to the tomb only
the duy before. It was from the baron himself that I received this information,
und unable to suppress a feeling of disgustand horror that came over me in his
presence, and extremely shocked at this umexpected intelligence of  the death
of my cousin, 1 hurried from the castle. I had only just entered the wood,
when I found myself forcibly seised by the villain Rufus and another; and in

- spite of my screams for help, they forced me back to the castle, and taking me
- by & secret way, I was conveyed to an apartment, in which I was locked, and
" remained tiil the merning without seeing any person. The wretch De Morton

then miade his appearance, and after entering into a long and hypocritieal
apology for his conduct, vowed the most unbounded passion for me, and offeved
me every enjoyment if I would yield to his base wishes. You may guess the
answer I made him, the manner in which I upbraided him for his villany, snd,

* In a terrible rage, he left me, vowing that I should be Ms, and if I did mot

yield a compliance with his desires, he would use force to compel me; - I will
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pass hastily over all that I endured while a prisoner in De Morton €aistle, dshd
the dificulty ¥ had in resisting his nefarious desigus; but at length rumour
having reported my being a prisoner there,. I was removed secretly one night,
and conveyed ‘te the Old Grey Tower, but unaccompanied by the baron, who
intended to follow me as soon as he had an opportunity. Here I'endured al}
the agony which the peculiarity and horror of my situation were ¢alculated to
engender, but the principal cause of my anguith was the idea of my infant,
my little Hugh, not but that I felt confident Mrs. Clifford would behave with
the greatest kindness towards him, but yet what was the utmost attention with-
ont the mother's fostering care ?

“ Providence, however, interfered in my behalf, and a short tim after this T
contrived to make my escape, and travelled with the utmost expedition until ¥
reached the house of Captain Clifford, but was distracted when I found ft
closed, learmed that Mrs, Clifford had died suddenly, and that Captain Clifford
hed gone to sea again, taking the child with him, under the care of a nurse.

¢ You may judge of the state of my mind, when I became aoquainted with
ths, and for some time X scarcely knew what I was doing. Fortunately, I bad
& purse of money, which I had about me when I was selzed by the order of the
baron;” and I therefore resolved to make the best of my way to one of the
daughters of Captain Clifford, who was married, and endeavour to learn -for-
- ¢he particulars from her, or at any rate seek a sheiter beneath ber roof untfl
Captain Clifford might return, which would be in a short time, no doubt.

% From the same"individual who furnished me with the intelligence I have
mentioned, I was told of the abrupt departure of the Baron de Morton from the
«castle to the Continent, and thus I considered I had nothiug to fear from him.
In my way I had te pass this Abbey, and just as ¥ did so a violent storm came
.on, and 1 was foreed to seek a shelter in the ruins, I recollected, toe, a cir-
cumstanes which had qniteslipped my recollection in the multifarious and af-
flicting events that had recently occurred to me, and that was the chest of gold
-which you, Eustace, had buried in those troublesome times in the grounds of Ar<
lingham Hall, and whichby my instructions and the aid of the smugglers, had
been secretly removed to the Abbey rains, and I determined to see if it was
safe. To my great satisfaction I found it in the same place where it bad boenm
Brat deposited, and which did not seem to have been touched jsince. I looked
at it, and closed it up again, without toaching acoln. No, I was determined to
suffer any difficulty rather than take the smallest portion of the coin which be-
donged to my brother, and who could do me the injustice to suppose me the
guilty wretch that 1 was reported to be. ¥ was turning away from the spot,
when I was- surprised to behold a light glimmering at the further end of the
vault, and almost immediately the shadow of a human form met my gaze, which
flitted beneath an arch-way with the greatest precipitation. . ~

¢ I was, as you may guess, somewhat startied at this circumstance; butl
speedily recovered myself, and hastening to that part of the vault wheace the
form had vanished, I called in a firm voice, and demanded who was there, Ia-
stantly a lond seream struck my ears, and then the fall, as if of some heavy
substance upon the pavement. With a courage I never remember to have felt
before, and for which I hiave never been able to account, I rushed immediately
forward in the direction which the form I bad seen had taken, and aimost ime
mediately afterwards 1 beheld the rays of the tamp which it had carried, and
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which seemed to be at no great distance from me, I came up to the spot,—I
beheld a hupan form,—the form of a female clad in white, stretched prostrate
and insensible on the pavement ; with tremulous haste I raised her in my arms;’
the rays of the light feli fnll upon her countenance, and judge of my astonish-
ment when I recognised in’ her features those of my cousin, our dear Matilda,
whom X had been ieformed was no more, But here, perbaps, it would be better
for the baroness to relate her own story.”

¢ Oh, no, dearest Emmeline,” ejaculated the still beauteous Lady de Morton,
who was seated between Angelina and Sir Eustace, and listening with a me=
lanchely interest to her narrative, ‘ pray, proceed: I should never he ablo to -
collect myself sufiiciently, at this moment, to do justice to it.”

¢ Well, then, Matilda,”’ resumed Lady Emmeline, “ ginee it is your wish, I
will briefly relate the circumstances as X received them from your owa lips.—
Our emotions at so unexpectedly meeting, and under such singular circum
stances, I shall take the liberty of passing over; they can easily be imagined
by all present.

“ The brotber of Matilda's husband, from the very moment he bebeld Ler, had
viewed her with an eye of desire, and bad, doubtless, resolved within his own
mind to possess her; but she had ever looked upon him with detestation, an d
a feeling approaching to horror. Of the mysterious disappearance of Lord Ed -
ward de Morton you have heard, and Malilda’s subsequent marriage to hig
brother. But think vot it was by her consent ; oh,no ! She was forced to the
altar at midnight, and the ceremony was solemnized in secret. A short time
afterwards Matilda wag delivered of a girl, which they told her had died, and
it was taken away from her sight. 8he became distracted, and accused the
haron of murdering it, and also with the murder of her husband,~for a dread-
ful suspicion bad always haunted her imdgination to that effect, and she had
beard De Morton utter certain broken sentences ia his sleep, which served to
strengthen it. The baron appeared consience-stricken, and turning very pale,
he rushed immediately from the chamber, Matilda saw no more of him, aad the
nurse who attended her was a woman ef the most repulsive character. In
spite of all, however, a natural streng constitutien enabled her to combat with
these heavy trials, and she recavered from her accouchment ; but her alarm and
grief was increased, when she was informed that it was the baron’s orders lh
lhonld be coafined to her room.

Here she was treaied with every. molty and indignation, her only attend- .
anis being the old nurse and Rufug,~the latter created an indescribable sensa~-
tion of horror whenever she beheld him.

¢¢ She had bean confined in this manner about a month, wbn one night Rufus
came to the room, and from the peculiar and awful expression of his coun-
tenance, she guessed that he was come upen some dreadful errand as soon as .
he entered. He brought with him a bottle and a glass, which he lsid wpon the
table, and Matilda, quite overpowered by her terrible apprehensions, directly
be came in fell upon her knees before him, and with. clasped hamds, and in

piteous accents, she implored his mercy. The ruffian oaly answored her with a-
scornfal laugh, apd then stoed gaging at her emotions for a second or tswo, as
though he exulted in the bleod-thirsty deed he was employed te perpstuate,

““‘ This night settles your business,’ said the blood-thirsty miscreant, .coolly
taking & poigoard from hisbesom, and them procceding to pour a dark browa
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Tiquor from the bottle inte the glass,—‘ the baron has doomed you fo
—You may take your choice, either to swallow the contents of G or
die by the poniard—it is a matter of indifference to me !’ i

*¢ Let mb basten over this revolting scene as quickly as possible ; In ’{I;‘“l-
tilda supplicated ; ber prayers and her tears were alike unavailing, to alsetch
who was destitute of all sort of feeling ; and seizing the fatal giase, she ‘com-
mended her soul to Heaven, and drank the contents, Rufus starding over with
the dagger pointed to her breast, while she drained it 10 the dregs. ' Her brain
imgmediately seemed to whirl roend ; flames appeared to flash before her eyes—
a must gradually gathered before them, and she remembered no more.

“ When Matilda recovered ber senses, she felt an fcy chillness all- over her
limibs, and a burning sensatien in her bead. She wasinvolved in complete dark-
ness;—bat feeling areund her, her band came in confact ‘with dump stone
wiills, and she then recollected all that bad passed, and imagined she was con-
sigted to one of the ditmal vaults underneath the castle, being sapposed to ‘be
dead; but, after drinking the dreadful dravght, what astonished and bewiliteved
her more‘than all was, that she shonld be still alive ; the only conclusiod she
could come to was, that the wretch, ‘Rufus, had made a mistake, and given her
some strong opiate instead of poison. But; oh! how awful was her situation,
entlosed, as she imagined, in that awfal place, where she would be loft to
perish of hunger. She wrung her hands in despair, and groaned aloud with the
agony of her mind. She felt around the walls until her hands met the door,
which, to her astonishment, was open; and with the speed- of lightning she
emerged into the subterraneous passage beyond. She then found that sie had
conjectured right, that she was underneath the castle. 8o everjoyed was she,
that she foll upon her knees and returned her most heartfelt thanks to Omaipo-
tence, for she knew she could easily regain her liberty, beiug acquainted with
all the secret passages with which this place abounded. She wasnot mistaken,
and in a short time found herself in the open air. For some time she remained
.in a state of doubt and uncertainty in what manuer she should act, but at length
she took her course through the woed, without having made up her mind as to
what point she should direct ber steps. It was but just the dawn of day, and
upon the weakened frame of Lady de Morton the fragrant breeze came most
M“

‘ At length she remembered that the cottage of her old nurse was situated

. on the skirts of the wood, and she resolved to hasten te her, and there seek a
shelter for the present, knowing that in her she could confide. 8he was not
long in reaching the cottage, and the old woman was at first, very much
alarmed,—for, thinking that Matilda was dead, she imagined it was her spectre
she bebeld. The peor old woman shuddered with horror when Matilda briefly
related to her all that she had undergone ; but a surprise, a delightful, and un-
expected circumstance awaited Matilda, which at first was nearly the means of
driving her mad.

 The daughter of old Margaret lived in the adjoining cottage to her, and
about a month or two before, her husband—so Margaret informed Lady Mas-
tilda—in croming the wood, heard the cries of an infant, and ¢oming up to the
spot, saw a wicker basket lying upon the ground, which, on opening; a female
infant, apparently but a few weeks old, met his view. He immediately tosk
the child home to his wife, who had not long recovered from her confinement,




THE MYSTERY OF ST. MARK’S ABBRY,

and they resolved to adopt it for their own, thinking that its inhuman parents,
whoever they might be, would never ackmowledge it, should they discover
that it atill survived ; and, although they were poor, they could not have the
heart to abandon the poor little innocent to the mercy of strangers, or comsign
it to the same fate from which they had so recently rescued it. When Margaret
was relating this, a strange emotion filled the bosom of Matilda, and she trem-
bled se violendy that she could scarcely support herself. She asked hastily
to see the little foundling,—and, hastening to the cottage belonging to Mar-
garet’s daughter, judge of her feelings, when, thc moment she beheld the in-
fant, she knew it was her own child; but if any confirmation of her conjectures
was waaling, it was soon obtained ; a mark of a peculiar description on the

_left arm, was an indisputable conviction; the frantic mother hugged her child

(you Angelina) to her bosom."”

Lady Emmeline was so overcome by her feelings, as was also every persen
present, that she could not proceed for a few minutes. Lady de Morton’s eyes
filled with tears as she clasped the sobbing Angelina in her arms, and pressed
her' with all the ardour of maternal fondness to her heart; and every one
present admired the wonderful ways of Providence. At length, Lady Em.
meline resumed in the following words :—

““ Those good and humane people, who had rescued you from death, Ange-
lina, were the parents of Bridget.” : ) )

¢ Good God! is it possible I’ ejaculated: our heroine, with a shudder of
horrer, as she thought upon the fate of that unfortunate woman, of whom she
kad not heard anything since the shipwreck. Lady Emmeline continued,—

No. 30 )
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«¢ 1 shall not tire your patience with a loag detail of what feelings of trans-
port filled the bosor of the fond mother upon this discovery ; imagination may
picture them, but the topgue cannot describe them. It was agreed that An-
golina (which was the name the child afterwards received,) should remain with
its present affectionate nurse, and Matilda could never sufficiently retura her
thanks to Heaven for the miraculous way in whigh it bad been restored te ber,
and for her own wonderful preservation from a dreadfal death; but, alas!
what was to become of her now she was at liberty 2==She bhad not any meney,
or means of supporting berself, and from becoming a burthen upon those peor
people, as well as her child, she revolted. But, alas! she had no other alter-
native, wntil such time as she obtained retribution for the wrongs she had sus-
tained from the baron. But, then, her personal security would be at risk 5
for a leng time she racked her brain to no purpose; at length, an idea strack
her. The ruins of St. Mark’s Abbey had long been deserted, and reported to
be haunted,and Matilda, who believed not the ridiculous stories that were
circulated concerning it, knew that there were many parts of it that were not
only habitable, but in a very good condition. In this venerable abbey, then,
did Matilda resolve to take up her future residence, feeling assured that the
wild superatition connected with it, would be her best security.—Here, as ) ¢
have before stated, we met. The resojution of Matilda pleased me, and was
exactly in accordance with the state of my miand. I was tired of the world,
and was resolved, therefore, to become her companiou, and, in future, to exert
every nerve to bring about that retribution for our wrongs, and destruction
upon our eriemies, we both were so anxious to ebtain. 1 had meney, and,
therefore, we could put such a plan into execution without any inconvenience.
In a few days, Captain Clifford returned, stopping at the abbey, ard I had then
once more the delight of clasping my child to my hosom. Mr. Clifford was
astonished and emraged when I related to him the particulars of the wrongs I
had endured, and the sufferings of my unfortunate cousin ; yet he, at first,
was opposed to the singular resolution I had formed, but yielded at last to my
arguments, and insisted upon becoming the protector of my boy, whom he put
under the care of a nurse, in a place so adjacent, that T could see him every
day. Behold me, then, as Wild Kate of the Ruins, which was the character 1
thought proper to assume, while Matilda acted the part of the spirit which was
suppesed to haunt this ancient fabric. We were not long, Eustace, in disco-
vering where you resided, but still we determined not to reveal ourselves,
until such time as Providence should be pleased, in Its own infinite wisdom,
to bring about our restoration to that rank and reputation in society, of which
we have been so unjustly deprived, and likewise to place us in a fair sitaation
of gaining a just retribution upon the heads of our oppressors. The idea of
committing Angelina to your care, and endeavouring to make you believe she
was my daughter, was mine,—for I felt firmly cenvinced, Eustace, that how-
ever you might condemn me, you would not act otherwise than as a parent to-
wards my ofispring ; and, therefore, Matilda readily yielded her consent to
the arrangement, more especiatly, as Ellenor, the mother of Bridget, was
attacked with a severe fit of illness, and was, consequently, unable to attend
upon it with that care which she had hitherto done. Besides, under your pro-
tection, we both considered that Angelina would be more secure, and, there-
fore, without any farther hesitation, we decided upon the plan, whish you
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afterwards knew we put into execution. We forgot, however, to remove a
sivall miniature likeness of her mother, from the child’s neck, and we were
fearful that this circumstance weuld lead you to suspect who she really was.”

* Why,” interrupted Sir Eustace, “I certainly at first, did think it rather
rewmarkable ; but afterwards I concluded it was one which Matilda had pre-~
sented to you, and that, when you committed the child to my care, you placed
it round her meck for the purpose of recalling to my memory the features of her
we botb so tenderly loved.”

Lady Emmeline concluded her extraordinary recital in the following words :—

‘1 havea little more to relate, with which you are unacquaioted. I so dis-
guised myself, that I thought it was utterly impossible for any one to know
me, and it appears I succeeded to a marvel. Years flew en, and Captain
Clifford well falfilled his promise as regarded my son ; no parent could behave
better to him, and as he grew up, he felt as ardent an affection for him, I be-
lieve, as if he had been his son ; in fact, he knew himself for no other; as for
me, he imagined that I was related to him, but that, owing to some heavy
calamity, I chose the wild life and air of mystery I did. He became attuched
to the life of Captain Clifford, altheugh the latter did not encourage him in it;
and when the Captain died, he assumed the command, and has ever since been
in the situation in which you first knew him. It was I who urged you, Eustace,
in the first instance, and continued to do so, to discourage the passion of Hugh
and Angelina, and to 1efuse your assent to their paying their addresses to each
other ; for 1 foresaw that if 1 had not done so, it might have been productive
of much misery, and when the real facts of their birth were revealed, have
given you cause for reproach. I bave now stated all the particulars of this
extraordinary narrative.”

CONCLUSBION.

We will draw a veil over what passed after Lady Emmeline had finished
ber narrative, or the powerful emotions that were experienced by every oue
present. It was finally determined that Sir Eustace should hasten immediately
to Court, and, seeking an audience of the king, solicit the restitution of those
rights, of which he had been so unjustly deprived, and afterwards to state the
whole particulars of the events that have been related here, and pray for
Justice on the guilty, if they still survived. Sir Kustace lost no time in putting
this plan into execution, and having arrived in London, by the interest of an
old and tried-friend, whom he found out there, he obtained bis wishes, and
tirew himself at the feet of his monarch. The kiag, who hed many times
repented of the harsh treatment Sir Eustace had received, and had cause (o
suspect the tru‘h of his accusers, received him affably, and promised him that
& proper inquiry should be immediately instituted, and every justice rendered
him. While this was pending, news reached the Court of the death of the
Baron de Morton, who had been attacked by robbers while travelling, and so
severely wounded, that he only survived a few hours. He had been preserved
from the shipwreck, but the villain Rufus had perished. Before he died, he
had made a confession of all his crimes, in the presence of the gentleman to
whose house be had been conveyed, and among others, he accused himself of
baving been guilty of the treason he bad been the means of laying to the charge
of Sir Eustace Arlingham. It is unnecessary to add that justice was imme-
diately dome to the latter, and before he quitted the Court, he was fully rein-
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stated in those possessions, and that tllle he has! been so unjustly deprived of.
But a more joyful surprise than all awaited Sir Eustace ; on the last day of his
appearance al the palace, hg encountered Lord Edward Dalton, whom he bad
supposed'to have been dead, or never cxpected to see sgain.—The meeting
may well be imagined ; but svhen Sir Eustace informed him of the sufferings his
unfortunate wife had undergone, and the certainty there was of her innocence
of the guiit of which she bad been suspected, bis agitation was so great that it
was ulmost more than he could support. In a few days, Lagdy Emmeline
Dalton was restored to the arms of her husband, from whom she bad been so
many years separated; and to her furmer rank-in society, while Hugh, for
the first time in his life, reccived the embraccs of his father, and heard his bless-
ing invoked upon his head. H

No sooner did Orillia bear of the death of the baron, and the confesslon he
had made, than, unable to mcet the dirgrace which would follow such dis-
closures, she fled, with the Marquess Florendos for ker paramour, and ended her
dayson the continent, in a carecr of profligaey, dissipation, and shame. Lady
Matilda de Morton was, without apy.difficulty, recognized, and the weallhy
posscssions of the family restored to her. .

For the purpose of being near Lord apd Lady Dalton, and Lady Maulda
and Angelina, Siz Lustace purchased sn estate near De Morton Casile, and
Hugh and Angelmn having shortly afterwards plighted their vows at the hy-
nieneal altar, they all becane united as one family, and their future happiness
knew of uo interruption.

Not long after these events had taken place, our heroine was transported
with pleasure, one morning, when the faitliful Bridget, who had sufiercd so
much for her sake, and whom she had supposed. fo.bave met with an untimely
death, prescnted herself hefore her. - She had béen preserved ina most miracu-
Jous manner ; and hastened as soon as she learnt that Asgeliga was also saved,
and where she could find her, to rejoin one to whom she was so devotedly at-
tached. Angelina was determined that she shoald never leave her again as long
as she lived, and she kept her resolution, Bridget residing in the castle, and be-
ing trealed as a sister by our lleroine, and with the most distinguished estcem by
every other person. .7

Angelina and Hugh were supremely happy in each other's love, and in seeing
a family of virtuous and beauteous children around them, never louked back
upon the sorrows of the past with any other feelings than those of satisfaction,
as they taught them more duly to appreciate the felicity of the prescnt, and the
unbeunded goodness of Pravidence.

Laura Arhnglmm, in the course of a year after these events, was united,to a
gentleman every way worthy of her, and they pnssed a long life together in
mutual happiness and content,

Lady de ‘Morton caused St. Mark's Abbey to be restored to all its pristine
beauty, and it became the favourite residence of her son and daughter. .

[t may be as well te explain, that the skeleton- which Angelina had secn in
the chest, upon ons occision of her visiting the ruins, had been placed there by
the desire of Lady Emmeline, by the smugglérs, to alarm any person who might
be bold enough to examine the plaée, and it was removed from one of the vaults
undernelth the old abbey. Thds, then, do we' end .

f ¢ This round unvumnhed “tafe,”’
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